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PREFACE. 



■ mi » 



• 

Encoubaged by the success which has attended 
the publication of my first little volume, I am em- 
bolden a second time to become a claimant for a 
modicum of the favorbestowed by a charity-loving 
public. 

I am sincerely grateful for the kindly notice with 
which the " first-fruits" of my pen was honored, 
and ardently desirous that this attempt '^ to do 
good and to communicate," may also be the humble 
instrument of benefiting the cause whose claims I 
advocate — a cause dear to the hearts of all en- 
gaged in it, and dear to Him who loved to go out 
into " the highways and hedges," that " the poor 
and wretched, miserable, blind, and naked" might 
hear and obey the Gospel call. 

It must be bome in mind that the following are 



the effusions of one more used to " grapple with 
tlie stern realities of life," than to tread tlie flowery 
heights of Parnassus; more conversant with the 
rules of domestic government, than of those neces- 
sary to rhy thmical composition : this will account 
for the homeliness of the garb in which I have 
ventured to array my Muse, and this must be her 
apology ify in attempting to reach unto classic 
ground, she should at times be unmeasured in her 
gait and faltering in her manner. 

The pieces entitled "Moses" and "Naaman," 
are for the most part imaginative, and have taken 
the bent of my own fancy ; however, as I have 
kept close to Scripture narrative, I trust to be par- 
doned for using shading where only an outline was 
presented; and the latter piece is indebted for 
many thoughts to Dr. Krummacher's " EKsha." 

The smaller poems are varied in style and sub- 
ject ; many, in rhyme in accordance with the ex- 
pressed wishes of iriends. 

Such as it is I commend this little book unto 
God : it is a feeble, puny instrument, but if He 
convert it into a " lever^^ it may become capable of 
doing somewhat toward removing the towering 
mass of ignorance and vice with which we daily 
come in contact, and which Bagged Schools are so 
admirably adapted to encounter. To support these 



seminaTÍeB fbr juTeniIe outeastB, íb one amoDg tlie 
many 'ways of doing good " íd out day and gene- 
latioii," and let ns never forget that though weep- 
íng and anxiety may chaiacterize the seed time, 
yet golden eheaves shall gladden the eyes of the 
reaper in the days of harvest. 

M.B. 

WOOIWICH, 

NoT. 1B61. 
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'*WHY WEEPEST THOU?" 



St. John XX. 13 — 17. 



Wlii/ weepest thou?^^ Come, infant, tell 

Why grief sits throned on tliy brow, 
Wliy thou, the " creature of a day," 

I see in sorrow pining now ? 
Scarce entered yet within life's porch, 

Must thou so soon begin to reap 
Th' untimely fruit of Adam's sin, 

And first and foremost leam to weep ? 

Why weepest thou ?** Come, childhood^ say 

Why are thy trifles laid aside ? 
Where are the toys that please so well, 

And baubles too — thine age's pride ? 
Canst thou not now with youth for plea 

The monster sin's harsh claim resist, 
But must thou arm thyself betimes, 

And 'neath grief s banner thus enlist ? 

B 
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Why weepest thouV^ Come, maiden, speak 

Why are thy blushes laid aside ? 
Where now thy heart's sweet joyous lay, 

And beauty too — thy mirror's pride ? 
Is it that trouble tempts thee sore 

To moum and deprecate thy lot ? 
Or is thy " loved one" absent still, 

And fear oft whispers ** thou'rt forgot?" 

Why iveepest thou?^^ Come, stripling^ why 

When conning o'er some classic page, 
Do great tear-drops bedim thine eye, 

Canst thou not comprehend the sage ? 
Is leaming's goal, and leaming*s path 

Like toil of Sisyphus, uphill ; 
Which when thou gain'st its topmost height 

Is vanity — ^vexation still ? 

Why weepest thouf^^ Come, parentj why 

When prattling " wee-anes" climb thy knee 
And fondly kissing thy bent brow 

Whisper their hearts* pure melody ? 
Is it that thou dost onward look 

To cares and sorrows yet unknown, 
And think that those sweet lisping tongues 

In heart-felt agony may moan ? 

Why weepest thou f " Come, moumerj hark ! 

Why with these sable vestments clad ? 
Why keep thy lonely vigils here 

With " musing melancholy " sad ? 
Is it thy darling one is gone, 

Thy heart's choice treasure thus removed 
By death's stem mandate, and forlom 

Thou weepest o'er the form beloved r 



i( 



(( 



Why weepest thouV* Come, tvidow, -wliere, 

Where are thy bridal garments now ? 
Why change them and with monmful weeds 

Instead of garland bind thy brow ? 
Where is " the husband of thy youth ?" 

Alas ! poor soul, sad is thy lot, 
That deep-drawn sigh proclaims the truth, 

And tells me loudly " he is not." 

Wht/ weepest thou f Come, aged one, 

Dost thou too still retain thy tears ? 
Clings sorrow close till life is done, 

And flies not sadness with thy years ? 
Dost tearful think on thy long life, 

And now its fítful dream is o*er, 
Tremble to meet its parting strife, 

And sink in death to be " no more ? '* 

Well do ye weep ! ye mouming ones ! 

Earth is at best a desert drear, 
And if ye have " no hope beyond 

The grave " alas ! there's cause to fear. 
Nor infancy, nor childhood then, 

Nor youth, nor fond parental smile, 
Nor widowed state, nor mouming friend, 

Nor age, can grief of aught beguile. 

But muBt ye weep ? must ye pass on 

And fear alike both life and death ? 
No solace here, and then no hope 

When ye resign your parting breath ? 
Alas ! the curse; but then the cure, 

Come, listen for thy soul's relief, 
Come now to Joseph's tomb,* and learn 

There is an antidote to grief. 

* Joseph of Arimathea. b 2 



" Why weepest thou ?y Come, " woman," wliy ? 

It was an angeVs voice that spake, 
In words whose friendly accents fell 

On one whose heart was like to break. 
" Think you the grave the Lord can bind, 

That still His flesh is held in prison ? 
Go, elsewhere seek and ye shall find 

He is not here, but He is risen/ 
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Why weepest thou ? " The angel-watch 

Could j9tVy, but he could •noi feel^ 
He swept the sweet angelic lyre 

And made compassion from it peal : 
But sympathy he could not draw 

Its chord was set a tone too high, 
But then the note he failed to strike 

Was touched by hand of Deity. 

" Why weepest thou ?" Come, " woman," bow 

Thine eager ear, know'st thou the tone 
Of sympathy now inward felt 

And uttered ; surely 'tis His own ! 
Ah ! yes, the Saviour marks thy tears, 

He sees and knows thy anguish keen, 
He " calls His own sheep by their name,^' 

And, hark ! He calls thee " Magdalene /*' 

*' Mary, go tell, but touch me not, 

My brethren moum, they comfort need, 
I've pluck'd the sting from death, the fruit 

Of sin, which Adam sowed the seed : 
And now I go — the work is done, 

To GoD, my Father, I ascend, 
He waits to welcome back the Son, 

He is your Father and your Friend." 



Then weep no more, ye earthborn throng, 

Let go yonr sins, come chase your feaxs, 
For when of help and pardon told, 

Why then your sorrow and your tears ? 
The Saviour calls you — " come to me, 

Your ransom price though fearful, deep, 
I've paid for you ;" then answering Him 

" Rabboni, Master," cease to. weep. 

Yes, weep no more, and mo\im ye not, 

Heaven is your home, if Christ your plea ; 
And " light afflictions " are forgot 

Contrasted with etemity : 
And when th' archangel's trump shall sound 

And time is o'er, with God shut in, 
All joy shall chase away your fears, 

Freed both from sorrow and from sin. 




• "AND SHE CALLED HIS NAME MOSES." 



EXODUS II. 10. 



A wail is heard in Goshen, 
And from the land of Rameses there rose 
A fearful 'plaint, whose cry came up before 
" The Lord of Sabaoth ; " for Israers race, 
Writhing and crushed, lay groaning 'neath the weight 
Of Egypt*s iron rod, and hope, the last 
Most cherished staff on which th' sufferer leans, 
Scarce found a home in Hierapolis. 

The giant grasp of Pharaoh's despotism 
Fast held the people, " burdens and task-masters" 
Sorely afElicting, ihade their weary lives 
" Bitter with hard bondage." The brick-field's toil 
And building " treasure-cities,'' the fatigue 
Of tending flocks and herds, were witnesses 
Their serving was " with rigour." 

But He who hears 
The raven's croak, and roar of lion's whelp, 
Attentive marked the cry of Abram's seed ; 
And though he made as if he heard it not, 
Yet, for " their fathers' sake," He blessings sent 
Disguised deep, and " the more they were afflict 
So much the more they grew." 



Come now to Memphis, 
O'eThanging Nilus' stream, and 'midst the court 
Of Egypt's king one moment take yoar stand. 
The gorgeous palaces, where sways the rod 
Of power despotic, still seem to moum 
The gentle rule of Jacob's younger bom ; 
The temple vast, erect to Apis' fame, 
Whose summit kissed the clouds, (than which e'en Noph 
Could boast no prouder fane) tow'rs glorious, 
Reflecting far and wide the noon-tide light 
Of Afric's sun ; the coUege of the Magi 
Stretches its arms, as if it seeks to clasp 
With deep and fond embrace the living forms 
Of arts and sciences. Pyramids 
Rear their colossal heads and stalwart forms 
On the adjacent plain, as if to mock 
The threat'ning hand of time, and dare the stroke 
Of the destroyer. Luxury and wealth 
Pour forth their golden stores, and plenty show'rs 
With lib'ral hand her teeming blessings down. 
Here superstition reigns, and heathen gods 
Have their head quarters. Cities of less note 
Have rites peculiar, and boast aloud 
Their tutelary deities ; but Noph, 
Within her walls with patronizing air, 
The homage and th' adoration courts 
Of every idol image. Isis 
And Osiris, Apis and Anubis, 
Chemmis, Phthah, and Thoth each had a shrine; 
And so the savour of idolatry 
From Memphis rose, so pungent and so strong, 
That from the north to south of Mizraim, 
No city so impure in sight of Him 
Who's " jealous of his honour." 
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Yet here th* court 
Of Egypt flouTÍshed ; and here in power 
The regal dynasty of Pharaohs rode 
Unrivalled in its pomp, its will a law, 
Its law a despot's rod. 

We'll cite a case 

« 

In point — 

The palace walls re-echoed loud 
The varied sounds which on the surface fell ; 
IVithouty the tramp of horsemen riding by 
On their high-mettled steeds, whose every prance 
Proclaimed the príde of Egypt's cavahy ; 
The roll of chariots, and the rude crash 
Of arms and weapons : within th* kingly pile, 
On throne of state, there sat Amenophis,* 
Despotic sov'reign of the " land of Ham ;" 
Power was his robe, and tyranny his crown, 
Who with a mighty arm and fearful mien 
Wielded the sceptre of Egyptian rule. 



The príesthood, fírst in caste, stood gazing on, 
Wond'ring what new-formed thoughts now held the 

mind 
Of Pharaoh : th' warriors, next in rank, 
Looked on amazed, pondering well if aught 
Pertaining their vocation thus convened 
The assembled counsel : astronomers 
And soothsayers, with followers beside 
Of necromantic arts, magicians 
And astrologers, with foreboding eye, 
Beheld the scene ; but their deceitful arts 

* This Í8 supposed to have been the name of the Pharaoh 
by whom the cruel edict was given. 



And depth of knowledge could not divine 
The inner workings of their master's soul. 

On Pharaoh's face malignity and scom 
High throned sat ; but now fierce deadly hate 
With deeper black traced out those lineaments, 
As from his throne, with scowling brow, he rose 
Thus speakuig : — 

" Ye lords of Egypt, and you 
Ye mighty ones, whose prowess helped to bind 
This frontlet on my brow, know ye not 
That Israel's children have grown mightily, 
And in their strength numerical outstrip 
Our swarthy race ? Come quickly, let us now 
Deal wisely, lest these Hebrew tribes become 
Confederate with our foes, and perchance 
There falleth out a war, their fighting men 
Become our enemies ; — up, rid the land 
Of such a foul incumbrance. 

" What ! troubled ? 
Methinks your anxious looks bespeak a task 
Not easy in accomplishment : come then, 
A sanguinary thought I now conceive, 
Fearful, perhaps, and deep in crime and wrong ; 
But, by " the life of Pharaoh," we must cleanse 
Old Egypt from poUution, and to th' Nile 
An ofiering pay ; lest in some angry mood 
The wat'ry god refuse to swell his sides, 
And our poor fields grow lean, at losing thus 
The genial smile. I charge you all — go see 
That every son bom to this shepherd race 
Ye cast forth to our god, and ev'ry babe 
Born of the weaker sex ye them, my lords, 
May save alive." 
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The tyrant rose, and passed 
From out their sight ; the genuflecting throng 
Eyed him askance, and then in silence sought 

Each one his home. 

* * * * « «« « 

The edict strange 
Was in full force, and many were the hearts 
That, gushing forth with fond solicitude, 
It well nigh rent. Listen awhile and hear 
That mother's 'plaint, the miserere chant 
Surcharged with woe comes slowly up the vale. 
'T would seem her load of grief, too long pent up, 
Now burst its bonds ; the mournful cadence comes 
Low, murmuring, as if it seeks to 'scape 
Th' prying hearer, as in subdued tones — 
Now quivering with grief, now tremulous— 
She falters thus the burden of her song : 

" Thy cherub face, my babe, 
Is smiling in its sleep, 

As if it converse held above 
With holy ones, whose eyes of love 
Their vigils round thee keep : 
Smile on, smile on, 
For soon anon 
Thy short brief span of life, so fleeting, may be gone. 

" The voice of the decree 
Is sounding in mine ear, 

And ev'ry pulse that now prolongs 
Thy infant course, fresh danger throngs, — 
Despair and mad'ning fear ; 
For Pharaoh's hate 
Has sealed thy fate, 
And my sad heart, so lone, will soon be desolate. 
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" For Mizraim's lordly ones 
Obey their king's behest, 

And many a mother in her woe 
Has sought to shun her deadly foe 
In vain ; they at the best 
Brief time elude : 
To death pursued 
Is Abraham's chosen seed, victims of Egypt's feud. 

" And must I be as they ? 
Must thou resign thy breath ? 

Thy father and thy sister young, 
And thy sweet brother's lisping tongue, 
Bewail with me thy death ? 
My son, my child ! 
My undefíled ! 
Thy mother's heart is rent, and shrieks with anguish wild. 

" Our nation's Help is gone, 
He heeds no more our cry, 

Day unto day its cry goes up, 
Yet full and bitter is our cup. 
Oh ! whither shall we fly ? 
Where is our God ? 

Why cries our blood ? [flood ? 

Why comes not vengeance down, flerce sweeping as a 

" Shall Egypt's idol race 
To nought our nation bring ? 

Where is the promise once professed, 
In * Isaac shall thy seed be blessed, 
From Judah Shiloh spring ? ' 
Oh ! * Israel's stone,' 
Thou Holy One, 
Thou ' God of Jacob,' rise and plead our cause alone ! 
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" But hush ! my bursting heart, 
Thou must His time abide ; 

Forgettest thou fair Eden's bowers 
Which Adam lost : in those dark hours 
Did not the Lord provide ? 
And Moriah's hill, 
Beer-sheba's rill, 
And Zoar's city small, tell me He's faithful stilL 

" And hope has whispered me, 
* He wiU not always chide,' 

And through this dark o'erhanging cloud, 
Which all our future seems to shroud, 
I feel, whate'er betide, 
That He is just, 
And I will trust 
He will not quench our light, nor leave us in the dust. 

" So now my cherished one, 
My treasure and my joy, 

Thy dimpled form, thy cherub face, 
With long and deep and fond embrace, 
I must resign my boy ; 

For we must part, 
And to my heart 
It sends a pang as if 't were quivering with death's dart. 

" Three months I've sheltered thee, 
But now no longer I 

Can o'er my hoard of treasured woes 
In silence brood, for thou'lt disclose 
My secret — ^then I die : 

Farewell, farewell ! 
I dare not tell 
How fearfol are my thoughts, and yet I know 'tis well. 
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" For Bethers God will hear 
A mother's eamest prayer, 

* That her fair flower, so young, so frail, 
Shall safely pass through death's dark vale, 
And fínd an entrance there, 
Where partings cease 
And all is peace, 
When from the valley's clod the spirit finds release/ " 



Pass gently down this grove of sycamore, 
This lab^rrinthian maze ; now softly thread 
With noiseless step this leafy avenue 
Of date-trees and palmyras ; we tread on flowers 
Moistened with early dew, whose petals crushed 
Send forth an odour sweet, an incense rich, 
With grateful homage ; 

Now dexterously 
Remove aside this growing tapestry 
Woven by Nature's hand, where tendrils twine, 
Of juicy melons, with cool cucumbers. 
Sure 'tis a sacred spot ; perchance from here 
Has risen many a prayer, whose sound the winds 
In playful dalliance with the fruitful boughs 
Have never caught, and yet its burden went 
On swifter pinions than the wings of morn 
Up unto Him who hears the " spendthrift sigh." 

'Tis as we thought, here sits the mother wan, 
Whose moaning cry struck such a plaintive chord, 
That every tree had hushed its leafy lute 
And set its strings to vibrate sympathy; 
Even the tender flow'ret ope'd its eye, 
On which the dew-drop crystalled to a tear 
Of pity for her wrongs ; and singing birds 
Laid by their warbling till more fitting time. 
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Nor wiU we daxe intrude, — grief like to thine, 
Sad Jochebed, is not for stranger eyes 
To gaze upon ; it courts not prominence, 
But with involuntary action starts, 
And shrouds it with itself : but well we guess 
Its strength — the clenched hand, the swelling vein, 
The tight compressed lip, a struggle tell, 
Convulsive, wild within : we leave thee, then, 
To solitude, with that fair babe — and God. 

Thou lordly Nile, 
That like a mighty monarch through his realm 
Wendest thy way, making the valleys ring 
With jocund melody, as on their sides 
The ripe com waves, and th' high echoing hiUs 
The chorus swells, reverberating far 
The song of palm-trees. 

For twice ten hundred miles 
Thou roll'st thy tide (like serpent's tortuous length,) 
From Abyssinia's land, whose Ethiop breast, 
Sandy and parched, wa» yet thy source of life ; 
Till with majestic swell " the great sea" reached, 
Thy wat'ry load into it dost disgorge 
By septenary mouth. What swelling lakes, 
Canals, and tributaries belong to thee ! 
'T would seem Aquarius here had stooping poured 
His um's contents, and filled thy slimy bed 
So full, that when fierce Sol within the porch 
Zodiacal first showed his face, and the sign 
Of Aries rose from off ecliptic arc, 
Thy rushing waves came sweeping Hke a flood 
From Ethiopia's streams ; and the rich vales, 
Thick covered with fat loam, so fmitful proved, 
That their alluvial soil, deep, black, and soft. 
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Full compensation made for the wide range 
Of Egypt's sterile plains. 

Alas ! proud stream, 
Thougli now thy roaring voice would seek to drown 
And hush the Hebrew's cry, yet still, methinks, 
The opening future shows me that shame 
Mantled thy form, when God's fierce anger called 
The deep blood to thy face, and through thy veins 
And mazy winding conduit-pipes there rushed, 
Awed by His frown, a sanguinary stream : 
And hark ! 'neath thy smooth-seeming surface steals 
A fatal under-current, whose low moan, 
With stifled sound, tells in a gurgling strain 
To Egypt's hosts — " thy rivers shall be dn/.'^* 



Hush I heard you that sigh 
Which o'er the fragrant air so sadly stole, 
That it would seem the heart that launched it forth 
Was rather rent than eased by such a pang ? 
Yet sighs speak volumes ; and from the silent soul 
Which little knows of crying strong, and tears, 
These mournful breathings come with such strange force 
That in their flight they tarry not, nor stay 
But in His ear who coimts the sorrowing drops. 
Now comes a stifled sob, and in its wake 
We'll trace it whence it came : 

Poor mourner wait, 
We will not 'fright thee, but 'neath the cooling shade 
Of this palmyra catch this pensive strain. 
But why such haste and tremor in thy song ? 
Why such a moumful lay when nature's self 
Is smiling round ? And look ! what meaneth it 
That to thy bosom with convulsive clasp 

♦ Ezekiel xxx. 12. 
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Thou hold'st that burden ? There is some secret 
Treasured and deep hid 'neath the heavy fold 
Of that long garment, for 'tis no common load 
Would make thy step so sure, and such strange care 
As eagle's glances dart from out thine eyes. 

Methinks I've fathomed it : thou art the same, 
That sorrowing mother, that short time since 
Bewailed her lot beneath the forest's shade ; 
And that loved weight is thy young cherished one, 
Which the strong fibres of thy heart do still 
So fondly 'twine : 

But 'tis a cradle strange 
And rudely made in which thou lay'st to rest 
That infant form ; the long papyrus reed, 
Flexile and tough wove into wicker work, 
Is a frail bark to trust with such a freight ; 
(But yet we read in times long after this 
That Egypt's* embassies embarked in ships 
Made of no " stemer stuff" than this same " bulrush ; " 
No wonder then that thou, poor Jochebed, 
Vent'rest thine offspring in so slight an ark.) 
And slime and bitumen are scarcely fít 
To nourish one used to thy bosom's warmth. 

And now along the bank we see thee wend 
Thy lonely way, till at the river's brink, 
Fast by the steps of the Nilometer, 
Thou lay'st the child, and thus with bursting heart 
Invok'st Jehovah's aid : — 

" Thou God of my fathers ! — Thou God of creation ! 

Of Abraham, of Isaac, of Jacob, look down 
On thy chosen, and mark what intense desolation 

Has followed our race, and is caused by thy frown : 

* See Isaiah xviii. 2. 
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'^ The Nile's stream is ninning, all darkened and gory, 
WitH blood of our infants to heaven goes its cry ; 

And each rippling wavelet proclaims the sad story 
That Ëgypt shall conquer, that Israel must die. 

" And this my own loved one I trust to its billows, 
They wiU rock him to slumber, but his sleep wiU be 
death ; 
And crushed wiU my heart droop e'en as the willows, 
When storms are all hushed and the winds hold 
their breath. 

" But stay, shall I murmur ? shall Levi's sad daughter 
Bemoan her hard lot, and despair 'mid her woes ? 

The ' Covenant Angel' shall 'venge the dark slaughter, 
And Jacob shall triumph and trample his foes. 

" I'll shout Ebenezer aloud, though my sorrow 
Has darkened my life and well dried up its spring, 

And Jehovah I trust him, convinced that the morrow 
Will a&esh tune my heart, though hushed now its 
string. 

" From the height of thy dwelling, Lord ! look on my 
anguish, 
Oh! strengthen and comfort, heal the wound thou 
hast made, 
On me look in mercy and love lest I languish, 
And weary of life when its hopes are decayed. 

" And thou, my young blossom, art safe in his keeping, 
He slumbers nor sleeps not ; and thou, too, shalt tell 

His praises, when safe through thy short life of weeping 
Thou wakest in glory : farewell, oh ! farewell." 

c 
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She gazed upon him fondly, kisses soft 
Upon his damask cheek she left imprint, 
Burning with love and tendemess ; and then, 
" As if a strength were given her of God," 
Retraced her wearj steps along the bank 
Seeking her shady home, where she might pour 
Her burdened soul before her nation's God. 



Beware ! O Nile, 
Upon thy bosom sleeps a helpless babe 
Whose tiny hand a coward need not fear, 
But whose strong arm in after years shall smite, 
With rod of vengeance armed with power from God, 
Thy wat'ry waste ; and then the curse shall spread 
Throughout thy length and depth : 

The voice of blood 
Shall take the place of thy n^pst silv'ry tones — 
A horrid loathing then shall seize the hearts 
Of those who call thee " father," who are used 
To quench their thirst with thy most saliant draughts- 
The teeming denizens shall sport no more 
In thy pellucid stream, but th' finny tribes 
Shall die by thousands ; and thy putrid smell 
Shall savour ill before the face of those 
Who do thee homage. 

Where then the priest, 
Magician, or astrologer, who dares 
Take up thy cause, when injured Israel's Lórd 
Lays bare his holy arm, and by a stroke 
Proclaims his sov'reignty ? 

Where then the king 
So much a monarch, who by loud decree 
Shall staunch thy gaping wound, when Jacob's God, 
With fiat from on high, shall say to thee 
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" Thy waters shall be blood ? '* 



Beware ! beware ! 



Now 'tis a different group 
Assembled on tbe strand by Egypt's stream : 
The voice of laughter takes the place of woe, 
The sparkling eye lit up with merriment 
Usurps the spot where fell the briny tear ; 
The merry jest, and still more merry song 
Are carried by the winds across the Nile, 
And echoed far and wide, where swelled the strain 
Of grief and misery. And now the light 
Elastic step of youth, in sportive mood 
Is gaily tripping on the sward (to sound 
Of nature's minstrelsy) the measured dance, 
Where late there stood crushed 'neath the weight of woe 
A Hebrew mother. 

Sport on ye fair ! 
Your nation's guilt is great, and soon, perchance, 
Will come the time of reckoning ; and then 
Joy will tum dumb, and gladness veil her face 
'Neath sorrow's mantle ; music hush her chords 
And drown the sound of timbrel and the pipe 
With loud Egyptian wail ; and ye, who now 
So gaily wile your time with scarce a thought 
Beyond the confínes of the passing hour, 
May wear the mourner's garb, and tread with step 
Noiseless and slow your stately domiciles 
In Memphian palaces. 

But who is this 
Outshines her compeers, putting to the blush 
The lovely maidens, who (strange anomaly) 

c2 
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Are equal, though inferior ? Methinks 
They do her bidding as to one whom love, 
And not authority, alone exacts 
Their duteous reverence. She is most fair, 
And yet without the gaudy mockery 
Which to the vulgar mind, in modem times, 
Seems part and parcel of nobility. 
Their 'ployment, too, is that would scarcely fit 
A princess in our days ; for to the Nile 
Thermuthis* and her train came down to cleanse 
In the pure stream their bodies' foul attire. 
(So Homerf sang in days of ancient yore 
Of fair Narsicaa, daughter of the king 
Brave Alcinous, whom the PhoDcians called 
Their sovereign. She to the river's brink, 
Her maidens bearing company, came down, 
And in th' '^ unsullied wave" the garments thrust 
That needed such ablution ; and on the beach, 
Made pure by refluent tides, th' raiment spread, 
That the cool searching winds might there dispel 
Their moisture soonest : this their employment ; 
When, behold ! they chanced to find Ulysses 
Just 'scaped a wat'ry grave, weary and wan ; 
On whom Narsicaa's pitying eye 
First looked, and then she saved him.) 

'Tis strange 
How like these histories, the prophet's theme 
And this the poet's song : th' Hebrew's rescue 
And similar escape of shipwrecked Greek, 
Would ahnost tempt us to inquire if he, 
Who sang in Grecia's land in strains so smooth, 

* This is the name which Josephus gives to Pharaoh'B 
daughter. 
t Vide Dr. Clarke's Commentary. — Exodus ii. 6. 
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Found not the ground-plan of the Odyssey 
In Jewish parchment scrolls ? 



Their task complete 
The maidens joyous walk, and guile the time 
With merry converse on the hanks of Nile. 
And now they stop. Thermuthis' eye has spied 
The ark of bulrush lying 'mid the flags ; 
And curious to investigate what prize 
Lay thus within her reach, she straightway bid 
Her willing servant go and bring it her. 

With haste they open it, and lo ! a babe, 
" A proper child," withal " exceeding fair," 
Whose piteous cries, though weak, reached to th' soul 
Of Fharaoh's daughter. 

No heart of adamant 
Was that on which the tears of infancy 
Wrought such a mystic charm ; no. father's hate 
(Than which no curse more dire) dwelt in that breast 
O'er which a weeping babe could work a spell 
So potent and resistless. Compassion reigned, 
And tendemess was paramount, and so 
The woman triumphed o'er nobility ; 
Pity dethroned ideas of regal state ; 
The thoughts reverted to the dark decree, 
That sanguinary law which from her home 
Had gone with voice of blood ; and she who claimed 
The style of princess, as the offspring pure 
Of him who Inade that rule, looked on the babcy 
And, with a swelling heart of pity, said 
" 'Tis apoor Hebrew's child." 

Strange chance that brought 
In such emergency that ready help 
Down to old Nilus' banks. Not chance at all. 
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For He, whose fíat is earth's only law, 
Had said, " I will, and who shall let,'* — so came 
(Just at the juncture when the weeping hahe 
Lay hord'ring on the grave) Thermuthis down 
To save a life more precious far to God 
Than heaped up gold and silver. 

Kind maiden ! 
Thou knowest not what perils to thy race 
Lay hid within that ark : the haby form» 
Whose lachrymation moved thy gentle soul 
To pity and to love, shall be the cause 
Of trembling and strange fear, when woe shall come 
Humbling thy nation's pride ; and dreadful times, 
Fraught with dire plagues, shall lay thy boasting land 
Low in the dust. 

We trust the same high power 
That saved the infant Jew wrought too for thee ; 
That when the groan of agony came up, 
Proclaiming far and wide thy people's crimes, 
Thou too had'st found an ark. Perchance there spread 
Conviction o'er thy mind, and then the thought, 
How impotent thy gods, rushed like a flash 
Of fire electric through thy heathen soul, 
Lighting its dark recess, tiU soon there came 
A nobler creed, a doctrine taught by him — 
The one affliated — and at length 
Thou bow'dst a convert to his father's God. 
Is it too much to hope that thou, who sav'dst 
Young Moses from the Nile, wast in thy turn 
Drawn from the waters of idolatry, 
And with thy faith disclaimed thy Memphian birth 
And lost the princess in the proselyte ? 
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But now arose 
A query deep, one to those gentle souls 
Not easy to be solved. There lay tbe babe 
Rescued iroin deatb, its pleading infant wbine 
Told of a want wblcb Nature (matron kind 
And ample purveyor) bad taugbt to stay 
Witb lactary nutrition ; so wben tb' sound 
Of " puling infancy" smote on ber ear — 
Wbo sigbed to see it weep— no wonder tben 
Tbe tbougbt swept tbrougb ber mind, " wbere sball we 

seek 
A nurse for tbee ?" 



Most wondrous providence, 
Tbat made tbe nestling's cry tbe surest pledge 
Of its recovery ; but so it was. 
Tbe wbimper on tbe air, clear and serene, 
Eeacbed far beyond tbe spot wbere royalty 
And beauty stood ; it stopped not, neitber stayed, 
But tremblingly and feebly sougbt to strike 
A beart in unison. And tbus it was^ 
From out ber biding-place tbere joyous sprang 
A gentle cbild, o'er wbose young bead as yet 
Had passed but few summers — love lit ber eye 
Witb speaking radiance, and bope diffused 
O'er ber soft cbeek tbe damask blusb — sbe stood 
In pleading attitude, witb bands uplift 
And artless in ber pure simplicity 
Preferred ber claim — " Sball I go call a nurse, 
One of tbe Hebrew tribe, tbat sbe may tend 
And bring tbe cbild up for tbee ?" 

Ab! Miriam, 
Tbere spake tbe woman ; affection overpowered 
Tbe fear of strangers, and in tb' ready gusb 
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Of thy -warm-heartedness, no hate nor dread 

Kept thee from venturing within the sight 

Of those who scomed thy blood, and would have 'rased 

Thy nation's name from off the face of earth. 

Wert thou instruct to nm with hasty step 

To thy 'reft home and seek a Hebrew nurse 

In her that bare thee ? Or was it but the soft 

And eamest impulse of thy sister love, 

Implant by Him who saw a joyful end 

Of this short tragedy from its commence ? 

Nay, weep not, Jochebed ! 
Aye, easy flow the words that to the heart 
Of pining sorrow fain would bind the woimd, 
Would moUify and heal ; but if that heart, 
In petrifactious state, refuse to drink 
Th' emolient draught, or take the salient cup 
Offered by pity kind, what gaineth it ? 
So falls the summer dew, gentle and moist, 
Upon the parching flower ; but if it close 
Its golden calyx, and with petals blanched 
Enshroud itself, what then doth profit it 
The genial shower ? 



The mother, sad 
And pale with weeping, in her lonely home 
(Sombred by shade of palm-trees) weary sat 
Nursing her griefs, and giving them fuU vent 
In strains most lachrymose ; yet not alone, 
For thou, sweet Faith ! wast there, and though thy 

wand 
Transformed not earth, nor one iota stole 
Of its dark dreariness, nor from the cup 
Of dark-eyed woe emptied one bitter drop. 
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Yet thou could*st cleaye the skies, and through that 

rent 
Bring such a tide of light, made sorrow flee 
As owlet to the shade, in her wan train 
Leading both groans and sighs : the stricken one, 
By thy most potent spell and magic art, 
Quenches the half-formed tear, restrains the sob 
That struggles for its birth, and upward drawn 
By Buch strange mystic power, loses at once 
So much of misery in seeking heaven. 



Hark ! 'tis a child's light foot 
That speeds along the path, and 'tis the voice 
Of guileless childhood so musically 
Floats on the air, as to a merry heart 
The tongues 'comes servant, trilling aloud 
A jubilate song. Come gently now 
Unto the tent's own door and watch within— 
'Tis Miriam : with what a joyous boimd 
Of unrestrained grace she clears at once 
Th' humble threshold ; now her dimpled arms 
Are thrown in wild delirium aroimd 
That moumer's neck. Was e'er a sweeter face 
Nestled on fonder breast ? The child's bright eye 
Kindles to life, as wiih exulting hope 
And fondness warm she meets her mother's glance, 
Knowing full well a message sweet she bears 
Will cause much joy ; and Jochebed's fast tears 
Are held restrained within the dark eyes' portals, 
Looking with love upon her eldest one 
Though he, her youngest-born, perhaps " is not." 

"Mother! the babe." 

" What of the babe, my child. 
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Does it yet live ? or has the angry flood 

O'erwhelmed the bark, and with resistless strength 

Hurled it along with savage violence ? 

Saw you his end ? Perchance some Memphian came, 

For blood keen-scented, and from amidst th' flags 

Drew out the ark, and doomed its occupant 

To Egypt's slavery ? " 

" Nay, mother dear, 
The babe does live, for I have heard him weep, 
And your own eyes shall see that Jacob's God, 
On whom so oft you call, is still the same 
As when He helped our fathers." 

" Miriam, tell, 
Some mystery lies hid. The child alive ! 
And I shall see him ! " 

" 'Twas a weary time 
I watched him, mother, and none came nigh 
The Nile : no voice I heard, save but the waves 
With bulrushes in play, nor noise, nor sound 
Was near, although far oiri often heard 
Our brethren in the brick-fields, plying hard 
Their daily task. Many long hours I staid 
Till noon-tide passed, and I began to fear 
Night would come on, when lo ! soft music stole 
Upon mine ear ; the timbrel and the song 
Bade silence flee, and lovely maidens came 
Down to the river's side. I saw them draw 
My brother*s wicker bed from out the reeds, 
And then he wept ; and I could wait no more, 
But quickly on my knees I asked of one 
' Shall I go call a nurse ? ' " 

" My God ! my God ! 
As when in Abram's time, and since that day 
Till now thou dost provide." 
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" But, mother, 8tay ! 
Your's Í8 a * Hebrew's child ; ' and she who bade 
Me call thee now, is one whose nation seeks 
To slay our race. I knew her at first glance 
As Egypt's princess, daughter to the king ; 
For whose foul law may Israers Holy One 
In righteous anger make his judgment known." 

" Hush ! hush, my child ! 
Vengeance is God's, not our's ; He will repay, 
I hope, in mercy, though I fear in wrath. 
But, tell me, did she bid thee seek a nurse 
To tend the frail one, and t'impart anew 
Fresh streams of life ? " 

*' Mother, indeed she did, 
And now awaits our coming : hasten on, 
Lest while we sojoum here the maidens fetch 
One like to be less true." 

With fervent look 
Of adoration pure the mother took 
That child's soft hand, and then along the way 
Retraced the steps she had so lately trod 
Nearly heart-broken. 



Hope ! yes 'tis a word 
Eéplete with magic powers ; a road of thoms 
Blossoms as with the rose ; the desert drear 
Becomes the Paradise ; the cloudy yiew 
Of dark futurity stands out relieved 
The pleasing landscape ; the midnight scene 
'Comes luminous ; the " lion in the way" 
Cow'rs down the lamb ; and sorrow, on her wing 
Of jettest black, touched by that fairy wand, 
Soars on spread pinion to the farthest bound 
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Of earthly limit. Yes, give the moumer hope 
And he will ride the tempest, though the storm 
Well nigh engulf him : yes, let him have hope 
And he shall wield a power wiU crush a host 
Of trouble's emissaries ; with strained eye 
He sees the goal, his hand will grasp the prize 
Though ocean lie between, and so his soul 
Heeds not the conflict but the victory. 



" Woman ! go take this child, 
And, with a mother's love and tender care, 
Train him for me ; thou shalt not lose or waste 
Thy strength devote to meaner toil, or lack 
Supplies for sustenance : nurse thou the babe, 
And then in fitting time thou shalt receive 
Due wages. I*ve called the infant ' Mosesy 
For 'midst these reeds, írom out this sacred stream, 
I've drawn him." 



Thou knewest not, Thermuthis, 
How deep thy words sank to the Hebrew's heart, 
And how the voice, that bade her tend her own, 
Came as good tidings from a distant land, 
Warming the soul and setting it on fire 
With love and gratitude. 

I've seen the storm 
Come fiercely sweeping with a chilling blast, 
Threat'ning a deluge ; then the furious rain 
Would speed along the ground, as arrows íly 
From well-trained bowmen : but that storm, 
Too angry in its march, difiused no healtK 
And gave no nutriment ; it came as oft 
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Come over doses to a feeble mind 
And was reject. 

I*ve seen the gentle dew 
As that on Hermon's hills fell silently, 
And it did light as well on tallest tree 
As on the tend'rest flower, and each alike 
Drank of the salient spring and was refreshed ; 
Th' morning saw them drooping, with'ring, parched ; 
But even-tide came on, and with it came 
Such copious draughts of genial dewiness 
That quick restored their life. 

So fell kind words 
On Jochebed's lone heart. 

Yet once again 
Come ye to Amram*s tent : we know this palm, 
For we have stood before beneath its shade 
While light-winged zephyrs, sportive in their flíght, 
Have brought us tidings from the dwelling-place. 
Here 'twas we caught the sound of plaintive song 
Chaunted in Hebrew strains, as o*er her son 
The mother mourned ; and here the child's gay note, 
So tuneful warbling in her jocund youth, 
Fell on our ear, as roimd that mother's heart 
She twined Hope's flow'ry wreath. 

Oh ! minstrelsy, 
Music's fair kinsman, nature has ordained 
Thee gnomon of the mental dial-plate ; 
We need but just to catch the key-note's sound, 
And we can strike the chord and tune the harp 
To plaintive or to gay ; 

Hearts full of life, 
But sailing dowA the stream made dark and drear 
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By clouds of sorrow, toll out a dolefiil strain, 
(As airs from Araby* float on the wind 
Laden with moumful cadence, much as though 
The desert-echo with funereal wail 
Must be the prelude to each melody.) 
But sunnier souls breathe forth the teU-tale song 
Of gay light-heartedness, as if 'twere bom 
On " hill of frankincense" or mo^nt of myrrh, 
Whose summit-top reflects a glorious sun 
That sets not there but seldom rises here. 

'Twas such a flower of Paradise the hymn 
That, mingling with the tone of singing-birds 
And psalm of tuneful winds and chorus full 
Of nature's handmaids, winged its flight to God 
From Amram*8 home. 

She who so late had mourned 
As " without hope," now swelled her voice in praise ; 
And where there once flowed " wormwood and the gall" 
Now ran with honey from the honeycomb. 
Joy glowed redundant, and the o'erfilled heart, 
For human breast too much, discharged its weight 
Of surplus gratitude in song : — 

" My heart and soul unite 
To strike a note of love, 
To Him who dwells in light 
Ineffable above ; 

Each power inflate 
With gratitude, 
In joyous mood 
Aloud vibrate. 

* Arabian airs are all plaintive. 
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" Ye forest trees, that spread 

Your branches wide and strong, 
And through the moist ground thread 
Your mazy roots among, 
Your leafy lyres 
Attune to joy, 
Let praise employ 
Your speaking wires. 

" Ye winds, whose whistling sound 
In sport assert you're free, 
From earth's remotest bound 
Come dancing in your glee, 
Aloud proclaim, 
Sing and rejoice, 
With varying voice 
Shout ye His name. 

" Ye flowers, that lowly creep 
And lift your heads above, 
That nightly sink to weep, 
And daily wake to love, 
Your tribute pay, 
With incense rare 
Perfume the aír, 
And chant a lay. 

" Ye hymning birds of light 
That make the forest ring, 
In circumambient flight 
Keep ever on the wing ; 
In warblings sweet, 
His praise go tell 
O'er hiU and deU, 
And then repeat. 
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" Ye fiery orbs, ihat wake 
Onr wond'ring accent oft, 
As to iheir spheres we take 
ExcnrsÍTe flights aloft, 

Let heayen's high Tanlt 
With joy rebonnd, 
Which loud ye soond — 
Nor tíre, nor halt. 

" Ye limpid waters, wait 
As on ye graceful glide, 
His praises predicate 
In eyery changing tíde, 
Both when ye rise, 
And when ye flow, 
And onward go 
Where ocean lies. 

" My household too shall swell 
My anthem's joyful note, 
And every hill-side tell 
His name, as zephyrs float 
And waft the tune 
From lowly vale 
And flowery dale, 
From night till mom. 

" I feared stem Pharaoh's wrath, 
I thought my infant dead, 
I trembling hastened forth, 
My falt'ring footsteps sped, 
In fltful dream, 
I onward rushed 
To where there gushed 
The Nile*s fair stream. 
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*' Of fragile wicker-work 

Formed of papyras reed, 
I made a slender ark, 

Compelled by utmost need ; 
And there, 'midst fears, 
My babe consigned, 
Fanned by the wind 
And bathed in tears. 

'' But help came soon, and aid 

Whence least I sought to fínd ; 
The fair Egyptian maid, 

Beauteous, with loving mind, 
First saw my son, 
Nor feared the curse 
But called a nurse — 
And I that one. 

'' Shall I then mute remain 

'Midst wonders such as these ? 
No ; I the thought disdain, 
I'U every moment seize 
To tell aloud 
Of Him I sought, 
And who has brought 
Me through this cloud. 

" Jehovah ! Israers God ! 
Our nation is Thy care, 
Thou dost inflict the rod, 
Thou dost in mercy spare : 
Bow down thine ear 
And we wiU pray, 
In troublous day 
Thou wilt draw near. 

T) 
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" We mingle praise with prayer, 
We thank, yet still we need, 
Oh ! lay Thy right arm bare 
And succour Abram's seed ; 
Though Egypt mock 
And us debase, 
Yet Jacob*s race 
Is stiU Thy flock. 
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And this, my rescued child, 

Who soon the Nile's proud waves 
Would with embraces wild 

Have slain — be His who saves ; 
Though faith grow dim, 
And Israel cry, 
Oh ! be Thou nigh 
And work by him." 



Woman I the prayer 
To which thy heart gave birth was of ihe Lord, 
And He who dwelleth in heaven's holy place 
Will hear and answer it ; 'twas winged above 
On Faith's strong pinions, and a glorious host 
Of bright intelligence, who round the throne 
Stand veiled for service, ready to perform 
Their God's behest, received the broken sigh ; 
And, on their outspread wings of azure light, 
Wafted it home to Him who marked its growth 
As from a wbh He fanned it to a flame. 



Moumer ! a word for thee ! 
Perchance thou hast thy griefs, and Pharaohs oft. 
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More cruel than Amenophis, have sought 
To rob thee of thy heart's most treasured gift ; 
Go to the Hebrew's God, and at His feet 
Commit thy every care ; and then though woe 
May cloud thy life awhile, " at even-tide 
There shall be light," and thou, like Jochebed, 
Shall mingle prayer with praise. 
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"A WORD SPOKEN IN DUE SEASON 
HOW GOOD IS IT?" 



Provbbbs XV. 23. 



Chriaiian^ up ! the road is dreary, 

Strait, and narrow ; briers grow 
In tangled masses, though you're weary, 

Run and faint not, onward go. 
See you not through life's dark vista 

Landscapes briUiant, and a place 
So lovely that your eyes now glister 

Viewing it, though long the space ? 

Warrior^ arm ! take up your weapons, 

On with breast-plate, gird your sword, 
See you not the combat deepens 

And thickening foes surround your Lord ? 
Hark ! the trumpet soimds to battle, 

Will you, ere your strength be spent, 
While war chariots round you rattle, 

Stay and linger in the tent ? 



37 



Sluggardy wake ! work lies before you, 

Why in drowsings waste your breatb ? 
Dream no longer, we implore you, 

Sleep is the vestibule of death. 
Rise, the day is nigh its breaking, 

The shadows flee, the moming dawns, 
Why do you take so long in waking 

When signs increase and each one wams ? 

Wrestler^ strive ! the prize is glorious, 

Some have won it, why not you ? 
'Tis only those shall prove victorious 

Who bravely stand the conflict through : 
Take fresh courage — each blow parry, 

Now assail and now defend — 
For no vain excuses tarry, 

Wrestle, wrestle to the end. 

Coward, rouse ! no longer fearful, 

Dread " the lion in the way," 
Nor enquire, with accents tearful, 

The road to Zion ; come now, say, 
Will you trembling face each danger, 

And, failing, dread again to brave ; 
And thus to 'Salem prove a stranger, 

For want of courage be a slave ? 

Maumer, hush ! your trials thicken, 

You well-nigh perish 'neath the surge ; 
The soul wiU languish, heart will sicken, 

If you do not cease your dirge. 
Onward ! onward ! cries each sorrow, 

Forward press with quickening pace, 
And though to-day be dull, the morrow 

May brightly shine and end your race. 
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Doubter, trust ! nor unbelieving 

Question where you do not know, 
Your toil is futile, self-deceiving, 

A mesh spread for you by the foe : 
Rather up on God relying, 

Quench Satan's darts with Faith's strong shield, 
Thus, his craftiness defying, 

You shall conquer, he shall yield. 

Sinner, stop ! one moment linger 

In your headlong, downward, race ; 
Look, where mercy's outstretched flnger 

Tells of love and pardoning grace. 
Why so rashly stand ye sporting, 

Or idly loitering on the brink 
Of death and danger, daily courting 

Ruin ? Sinner ! pause and think. 
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"ALL NIGHT IN PRAYER/' 



St. Lttkb ti. 18. 



'Twas eventide : 
The giant labor, who with heavy strídes 
Had trodden through the city all day long, 
Now sank exhaust, and in the gloaming light 
Lay weak and nerveless, till the morrow's sun 
Called to fresh action. 

The dusky haze 
Of summer's evening began to wear 
The purple mantle of the sombre night ; 
The Temple's pinnacles and taller spires 
Light in their elegance, the turret roofs 
More bold in outline, stood forth majestic 
'Gainst the southem sky ; the hum of voices 
From the narrow streets grew faint and feeble ; 
The even song and vesper melody, 
From many joyous groups in merry mood 
Assembled on the housetops, floating came 
Upon the twilight stiUness, telling loud 
That still within Jerusalem were found 
Light hearts and joyous ; fearless then alike 
Portentious signs and prophets' wamings. 
Night's darker shades already veiled from sight 
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The rugged clefts ; and to the summit-tops, 
On tip-toe stealthily, most silent crept 
Upon the mountains. 

The " drowsy tinklings," 
Most musicaUy clear, of distant folds 
Came up the valleys ; and every sound, 
Along with mother-earth, seemed to dispose 
To slumber. 

A road led from Jerusalem — 
A well-trod path to height of Olivet : 
A well-known form, stooping with care-wom look 
And weary tread, joumeys along that way : 
Silently He goes wending His lone walk 
Up the rough steep ; and, leaving now the road, 
He turns aside seeking some mountain-pass 
Still more sequestered. 

What would He there 
At this late hour ? The lengthened shadows long 
Have told the weary that the time to rest 
Has come. 

Why does He tread the rocky path 
To solitude ? Has He no friend to 'guile, 
With loving converse, the tedium of th' way 
In sweet companionship of brotherhood ? 
What are His thoughts ? for with an eamest look 
Of sad benignity and tearful love 
He gazes at Jerusalem. 

£ut further still 
He goes, into the very deepest shade 
Of gloomy Olivet. And now, secure 
From sight of friendly as from envious eye, 
He prostrate falls, and, kneeling, prayerful keeps 
His lonely vigil. 
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Chilly dews descend 
And moisten the stiU leaves ; and naught is heard 
Save the faint droppings from some tremhling hough : 
Still He prays on, Now, one hy one, the lamps 
Of heaven hegin to glow ; and the lone stars, 
From out their mid-day hiding-place, peep forth 
And scintillate. 

The hours pass on, damp dews 
Descend more heavily, clearer shine the stars 
In their cold hrilliancy, tiU not a ray 
Of night's rich girdle in its diamond hlaze 
Seems wanting now : — But stiU that Watcher prat/s, 
Dark shadows round have veiled the city ; 
Its giddy throng their memories have laid 
In sleeping silence ; with them the midnight hours 
Pass rapidly (Nature has steeped the past, 
And hathed the thought of future coming woe 
In Lethe*s wave) ; hut while they spread on couch 
Of soft luxuriance the tired limh, 
Fanned hy the " sweet restoier," that weary One 
Upon the hill top pours His soul in prayer. 
Now higher climh the stars, and now they reach 
Meridian altitude, and now they wane, 
And down the inverted arc they march away 
Fearing Aurora ; the grey dawn ascends 
Upon the eastern mountains — and still He prays. 
The matin clarion of lord chanticleer, 
Roused from his loving roost, is telling loud 
The weary watchman on the city walls 
That his lone round of midnight duty now 
Has well-nigh closed ; yet still in prayer to God 
That Watcher kneels; yes, "all night " long He prays 
And keeps, till morn's retum, His vigil term 
Of deep solicitude. 
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The mommg comes : 
On Moab's distant hills the sun begms 
To dye with ambient beams the mountain tops ; 
Light moming cloads float in a sea of gold ; 
The stars have ceased their midnight revelry, 
Chased by ihe dawn — ^bright Phoebus' pioneer ; 
The early hymn of feathered choristers 
Is heard from out their leafy resting-place ; 
And now fair Flora's train bright glances throw 
Towards the east, and, raising from the earth 
Their drooping heads, present their sov'reign lord 
With a thank ofiering, each a cup of dew. 
The flrst faint sounds of re-awakened life 
Come floating from the city. The labourer 
And busy artisan, the silyersmith 
And worker in fine gold, with foUowers 
Of every cunning craft, now form anew 
Fresh schemes of aggrandizement. 

Slowly down 
The rocky steep comes that lone praying One 
Buried still in thought ; now He gently goes 
Into the daily haunts of friends and foes, 
If haply He may find some cause for help 
And guidance needful, but stiU throughout the day 
He bears the savour of His weary watch 
On Olivet's bleak side ; and on His God 
ImpUcitly reUes that those he bought 
With such a heavy price, in fuU tale paid, 
Of pain and suflering, His promised seed 
Should yet be brought, as truly one in Him, 
To fínal glory. 

Reader ! would'st thou know 
That lovely one ? Would*st thou taste His love 
Who prayed thus ? Go, Usten in the streets 
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Of rebel 'Salem ; hearken to his voice 
Calling her careless sons to cast their souls 
On His own sacrifíce. 

Surely thou'rt not 
A stranger to His name, who all night long 
Poured out His anxious soul in heartfelt grief, 
Braving the cold and midnight dewiness, 
To " purchase gifts" for sinners such as thee? 
Know then that sound " as ointment poured out," 
JESUS, " the man of sorrows." 

He prayed not 
For aught that's o/"the world, but yet for those 
Who in it still should seek His face : say then, 
Dear fellow-sinner, did He pray for THEE ? 
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** THE WHOLE ARMOUR OF GOD." 



Efhesians vi. 11 — 18. 



Hear us, God of our salvation, 
In thy righteous judgment hear, 

Listen to our supplication, 
Prove thyself in mercy near ; 

Arm, oh ! arm us, 
Whilst we wage the conflict drear. 

Let our " loins with truth be girded," 
Ready to march on our way, 

When thy standard is unfurled, 
When we hear the war note's lay ; 

Arm, oh! arm us, 
Till we gain the glorious day. 

With thy " righteousness for breast-plate," 
We can dare the Spoiler s strife, 

We can meet, nor fear that ingrate, 
Who'd rob of victory and of life ; 

Arm, oh ! arm us, 
Treachery and deceit are rife. 
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With thy " gospers preparation," 
Let our failing feet be shod, 

Lest we meet with desolation, 
In the sharp and thomy road ; 

Arm, oh ! arm us, 
We must fight our way to God. 

Throw " the shield of faith" around us, 
Save our souls from endless woe, 

Satan's '* fiery darts" surround us 
Every step we onward go ; 

Arm, oh ! arm us, 
'Gainst this wily, hateful foe. 

With the " helmet of salvation,'* 
Our defenceless temples bind, 

TiU the glorious consummation, 
When our risen Head we find ; 

Arm, oh ! arm us, 
Strengthen body, soul, and mind. 

With thy " word of consolation," 
Let us wield " the Spirit's sword," 

Let the note of inspiration — 
" It is written" — be our word ; 

Arm, oh ! arm us, 
Thou our refuge and reward. 

Since the back is left imguarded, 
Let us never turn and flee, 

In thy strength, if blows be warded, 
We must " more than conquerors" be ; 

Arm, oh ! arm us, 
All our hope we place in thee. 
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Then with blood of foes imbrued, 
When the laurel wreath is won, 

When even death we find subdued, 
This our triumph, this our song, 

Thine the victory, 
God Almighty — ^Three in One. 
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" IS NOT THIS THE CHRIST?" 



St. John vi. 29. 



What ! dost thou doubt it ? 
Art thou not sure that He who stood beside 
The well of Sychar, breaking down the wall 
Of emnity betwixt Samaritan 
And Judah's purer seed, must be the Christ, 
Thesentof God?'' 

Still so incredulous, 
That when he told of the quintuple tie 
Wherewith thy marriage knot was intertwined, 
And offered thee a draught from out the Spring 
Of " living waters," thy mind revolved 
The mighty point, urged by conviction — 
Is not this the Christ ? '* 

Ah ! woman, 
Thou art not singular. Many a soid 
Long since thy time, with clearer light of truth, 
And without the prejudice of nation 
Against " the Nazarene," has thought within — 
'' Can this indeed be Christ?" 

Ye thoughtless ones ! 
Thaf weary form, resting on " Jacob's well," 
Who on his way to Galilee " must needs 



48 



Go through Samaria," was equal God, 
As touching His divinity, with Him 
Who holds the reins of universal empire ; 
And if ye fain would see how deep our curse — 
Go to His cross ! 

Alas ! the favor'd race 
Of ancient Israel knew not their Lord 
In Mary's son. They longing looked for Him 
Who, wielding in His hand the kingly rod 
Of Judah's tribe, should as a David wrest 
Their kingdom from oppression : so, when 
From Nazareth there came '*the carpenter" — 
Claiming to be the antitype of all 
Their venerated seers — they spurned the thought 
Of yielding to this yoke their stubborn neck 
As the Messiah, straightway charging him— 
'* Thou speakest blasphemy," for that " He said 
He was the Son of God." 

But lo ! His works 
Proclaim aloud His mission was from heav'n. 
The darkened eyes of those who all their days 
Had ne'er drank in the rays of moming light, 
'Reft of their fílm, looked gaily out on life. 
The crooked limby whose only sure support 
Was on the crutch, at His commandment felt 
Its strength retum, and its weak nerves restrung. 
The heavy ear, long closed to every sound 
Save its own murmurings, acknowledged Him 
When on its tympanum there fell at length 
Each gentle cadence. 

The loosened tongue 
Asserted His divinity when first 
The galling bands that held it mute were snapped. 
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The leper froxn without the gate was fain 
To cry " it is the Lord," when in the place 
Of loathsome scales and shining cuticley 
There came the flesh fíree írom all noisomeness 
As that of " little children." 

DevilSj too, 
Routed from out strong-holds, long held by them 
In epileptic and still grosser forms, 
Were forced, in their Satanic misery, 
To yield the truth — " We know Thee, whence Thou art, 
Jesus of Nazareth, thou Son of God.*' 
And at His word, '* come forth," e'en death itself 
Relaxed his hold on man, and gave to life 
His prize of clay. 



Say, doubter, woidd'st thou have 
Still further proof of His divinity ? 
StiU sceptical, that this indeed was Christ ? 
Go, ask at Bethlehemj amidst the herd 
Of sheep and oxen, why " the Virgin hath conceived, 
And how the " Child bom'' is the " Son given r 



»> 



Enquire ye at the Ten^lej of the throng 
Of hoary-headed Rabbis, and the stem 
And leamed doctors, why that gentle Youth 
At twelve years old, with wisdom infínite, 
" Both heard and asked them questions ? " 

And why, 
Beyond the Jordan, at Bethabara, 
" The Spirit as a dove " descended down, 
And then a voice— " this is my Son, hear Him ? " 

Pass on to Tábor^ seek a witness there 
And confírmation, whether the truth was spoke 

E 
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When Moses and Elias, in their robes 
Of light celestial, told of th' decease 
To be accomplished at Jerosalem ? 

Go to the Wildemess, and question there, 
Why, " by the Spirit," He was led alone 
That Satan tempting Him might find that sin 
Had no place in Him ? 

Ask Simon Peter 
Why, by inspiration, he proclaimed 
" Thou art the Christ, the Son of the Etemal ?" 



Consult the traitor Judas, and the Thief 
Who írom the cross went into Paradise. 
Ask Pontius Pilate ; his fear-stricken wife ; 
The Roman guard ; and the Centurion, 
Why, without coUusion, they agreed 
That blood of innocence was spilled, when He 
The Just and Righteous died ? 

Ask Nature, too, 
Why she her bosom rent with hollow groan 
At witnessing the expiation ? 
Why the cleft rocks rending in twain crashed forth 
Their disapproval ? Why the risen dead 
Ghastly and pale appeared in the city ? 
And why the sun, in horror at the sight, 
In sackcloth veiled himself, telling his sons 
He was no party to the treach'rous deed ? 

Ask the eleven 
Who witnessed the ascent from Bethany, 
And the two shining ones, who at the door 
Of Heaven back welcomed Him, whether He was 
The Son of God, or no ? 
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Then, doabting soul, 
One moment turn tvithtn, and see if there 
Be not a living witness for the tnith 
In thine own conscience ; tell me, for thou canst, 
Was not this the Christ ? 
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SPEAK, LORD, FOR THY SERVANT 

HEARETH." 



1 Samuel III. 9. 



Thus spake tbe gentle youth, 
Commanded by the Seer ; 

Thus will we say, with truth, 

" Speak, Lord, and we will hear." 

Speak, in the forest trees 
That plaintive tell their tale, 

That quiver in the breeze 
And tremble in the gale : 

Speak, in the flow*ret small 
That noon-day air perfumes, 

Whose with'ring petals fall, 
Apt type of early tombs : 

Speak, in the torrent's force 
That dashes o'er the plain, 

Crushing without remorse, 
Careless of causing pain : 

Speak, in the gentle dew, 
And in the genial shower, 

When Nature lives anew 
Re&eshing every flower : 
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Speak, in the tbunder cloud 
Strong armed with arrows keen, 

The volleyed lightning's shroud, 
Whose darts shine forth between 

Speak, in the ocean blast, 
And in tbe breaker's leap, 

In works of might so vast, 
" In terrors of the deep :" 

Speak, in the rippling wave 

That sings in every rill, 
That finds a pebbly grave 

And then for aye is still : 

Speak, in the birds of song 
That nestle on the boughs, 

And 'midst the green leaves throng, 
Paying their matin vows : 

Speak, with thy " still, small voice" 

Of mercy and of love, 
Bidding the earth rejoice, 

Seeking its rest above : 

Speak, in the vaiát and tomb, 

And in the passing bell, 
As each, in solemn gloom, 

Tolls out a mournful knell. 

Speak, in thé moumer's sob, 

And the survivor's sigh, 
When death his heart shall rob 

Forcing 'reft nature's cry. 
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Speak, in the fell disease, 

In sickness' racking pain, 
When suíTríng pines for ease 

But seeks relief in vain : 

Speak, in Thy every call 

In every varying sound, 
When storms of judgment fall 

Or mercies still ahound : 

Speak, in Thy word of life, 
That message from on high, 

That points through death's dark strífe 
To mansions in the sky : 

Speak, in Thy holy law, 
That transcrípt of Thy mind, 

Where neither fault nor flaw 
E'en Deity can fínd : 

Speak, in Thy gospel grace, 

And point to Jesus' hlood, 
Bid each one, in His face, 

" Behold the Lamh of God." 
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"THIS MAN RECEIVETH SINNERS AND 
EATETH WITH THEM." 



St. Lux.b XV. 2. 



Receiveth sinners / 
The maimed, the halt, the blind and ee'n the lost ! 
Ah ! glorious truth ; and yet perchance 'tis one 
May gain but little credence ; for the heart 
Of man, so wrapped up in its selfíshness, 
Can scarce conceive of love that, from a throne 
Of glory infinite, could stoop to save 
A rebel and a worm ! 

Yet 7m a truth ; 
And therein we rejoice, and from our souls 
Henceforth " we will rejoice." What if the Lord 
Cared nought but for " the righteous," where our hope ? 
What if the soul, " dead in its trespasses," 
And loathsome in its sin, ne'er heard the call 
Of gospel grace, where then the saint ? Or if 
The rehel^ sword in hand, hating his God, 
Should never see the truce-flag floating wide 
From heaven's high battlements, or catch the sound 
Of amnesty proclaimed, where then the crowd 
Of peaceful citizens and lieges true 
In new Jerusalem ? 
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If it be truth 
That Christ " receive" at all, then question not 
But He receiyes the sinner : who but He 
On earth's far-reaching surface can be found ? 
Salvation was the boon God sent to man, 
And who can need it but poor wretches " lostf^' 
The " rí^hteous" have no claim ; and not a plea 
Can be put in for pardon if no críme, 
Why send to the physician if not sick ? 
Or seek for eye-sight where the visual ray 
Has no eclipse ? Why speak of cleansing-work 
If all be pure^ or bid go seek for Itfe 
Where death reigns not ? 

Ye Pharisaic souls, 
Who fain would keep heaven to yourselves and heirs, 
Ye all have yet to leam 'tis for the poor, 
The wretched, and the vile, made clean from sin 
By Christ's reception. 

Nought shall enter there 
But perfect holiness ; and 'tis not found 
Save in the Lord. Then none shall enter in ! 
Not so, though " few ; " for look, " how readest thou ? " 
" This Man receiveth sinners" 

" Have I, then, 
No previous act or acts to make me fít 
To seek his face ? No change to work within 
To recommend ? No cleansing undergo 
Ere I apply to Him who's holy, pure, 
Even as God is pure ?" 



Not aught, poor soul, 
Is left thee to perform ; the work was done 
When, " it is finished," fell on Calvary. 
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Thou now may'st go, bo burdened with thy sins 
That even power to cry for help and aid 
Has long since gone, and all that thou canst do 
Is just to look, However fainting, go, — 
'' I%Í8 Man receiveth sinners." 

Aye, and more, 
He/eedeth with His flock ; He will sit down 
And sup with all who'U bear Him company ; 
He spreads the feast, Himself ''the Paschal Lamb" 
And ^' Bread of Life ;'' and dainty íruits He brings 
From His own vineyard, dealing out to each, 
With lib'ral hand, the honey too and milk, 
With " wine upon the lees, wine well refined," 
Choicer than " grapes of Eschol." 

He wiU sit 
" As one that serveth," tending well the wants 
Of those around, speaking of welcome free, 
And bidding each partake nor lack for shame 
Of asking more. 

The Saviour needs as much 
The empty soul to pour His fuUness in 
As you had need be fiUed. The hungry man 
Counts bitter things as sweet ; how joyful then 
To see a weU-spread board and know the call, 
The " whosoever wUl, " is sent to him ; 
And he may go and feed where aU is free, 
And gladly find that in the host's the Man 
Who eats with " sinnera,^'* 



Trembler, dost thou need 
Just such a Christ ? one that wUl seek and save, 
WiU love and feed thee ? 

Thou art lost, indeed. 



If left unta thyself ; for none but He 

Caii bring tbee life, and this He ffiees, and aU 

He asks is — " take it and live." 

Is't not a glorious tiuth foi sïn sick bouIb— 
" This Uan receiveth sinners ?" 




59 



" HOLD THY PEACE." 



ZfiPRÍLNIAH I. 7. 



Listen, moumer ! bathed in sorrow, 

Siink in depths of deepest woe, 
A gloomy day, a darker morrow, 

Every earthly comfort low : 
Though the trial prove distressing, 

Though with time it should increase, 
Patient bow, and this confessing, 

" God hath sent it"— " hold thy peacer 

Thy worldly goods perhaps are taken, 

And dread want now threatens thee ; 
Or thy prop of life is shaken 

And even hope begins to flee : 
If this be thy source of sadness 

Let all vain repinings cease, 
Think (and tune thy heart to gladness) 

" The Lord has taken"— " hold thypeace.'' 

Is thy body left to languish 

On a couch of weary pain ? 
A day of woe, a night of anguish, 

Ease seems hopeless, rest is vain ? 
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Rouse thy spirits, dread nor fear it, 
In God's own time He will release, 

Or He will give strength to bear it, 
'Tis in mercy — " hold thypeace'' 

Perhaps thine idol is removed, 

Death has now thy weakness bared, 
And thy conscience stands reproved, 

Too much love that creature shared : 
Is it so ? then stay thy weeping, 

Stop thy sighing, let tears cease ; 
That spirit lays safe in God's keeping 

TiU the Judgment — " hold thy peacey 

Perhaps for you he points the arrow, 

And as he tips the fatal steel 
With deadly venom, life grows narrow, 

Hours grow shorter ; and you feel 
A chilly faintness stealing o'er you 

As your pulse marks time's decrease, 
And the torrent glides before you — 

Death's cold Jordan — ^^hold thy peace,^ 

For the Saviour passed that river 

When, in death, your curse He bore. 
Faithless on its brink to shiver 

When He waits you on the shore ? 
Then, with what complete self-loathing, 

Your vain doubts and fears wiU cease, 
With His righteousness for clothing 

You will surely — " hold your peace.^* 
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" WHO MAKETH THEE TO DIFFER ? " 



1 COBINTHIANB IT. 7. 



'' I thank thee, Lord, 
I am not as this man, for I give tithes 
And fast." 

And if thou dost, what then ? Shall " mint, 
The cummin and the anise-seed," in tenths 
Given unasked, be cause for pride ? or terms 
Of abstinence in part, or more in full, 
Swell thee with thoughts of greater sanctity ? 

Oh ! if thou hast such cause for holy joy 
Then render thanks ; but where award is not 
Of merit but of grace, surely the tone 
Of deep humility is seemliest — best. 

" Who maketh thee to differ ? " Ask thy soul, 
Why from the self " same lump " of which the race 
Of man is made, thou should'st be thus transformed 
A monument of mercy ? 

Boaster ! know 
'T was for His " own sake, not for thine," the Lord 
Thus fashioned thee ; and pride but ill becomes 
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Dependants poor. Henceforward often look 
Down to the pít from whence He digged thee, 
And to the rock from whence thou first wast hewn ; 
But be no more puffed up. 

Methinks fhe voice, 
The " stand-by" tone of Pharisaic pomp, 
Forms not a part of vital holiness : 
The humble man is he most like his God, 
And he who sees himself " the least of saints 
Is he who ** differs '* most. 
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"WHAT IS YOUR LIFE?" 



Jámbs it. 14. 



The Summer's work was ended, 

On tip-toe Autumn trípped, 
With green and brown she blended 

The trees, tiU now equipped 
With verdant leafy clothing ; 

But now the soberer hue 
(The forest nothing loathing) 

For livery onward drew : 
The flow'rets owned her potent charm, 

Their beauty's term grew short ; 
The forest lords bowed, for her arm 

Had shook their leaves in sport. 
And as I saw them falling, 

Methought their language brief 
Proclaimed, thus mutely calling, 

" Life's like an autumn leaf." 

The mom, with orient splendor, 

Began to paint the sky 
With waves of gold, and slender 

Bright beams of crimson dye ; 
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And o'er the grey dawn beaming 

The sun's rays shot apace, 
As through the twilight gleaming 

He first disdosed his face : 
The earth's fair form a mist enshrouds, 

Last token of the night, 
But Phcebus, írom his bed of clouds, 

Soon put that mist to flight : 
It fled ; but none could banish 

The truth it left me there, — 
'' So life, like me, shall vanish 

As vapaur into air." 

A cool and pleasant river, 

In circuit serpentine, 
Flows through a fleld, where quiver 

Long reeds, and grasses twine ; 
The verdure gleamed so brightly, 

'T would seem the god of Spring 
Determined, o'er it lightly, 

His emerald robe to fling. 
The mower with his sickle came, 

The herbage severed fell 
In withering moimds, scarce like the same. 

I heard it sadly teU 
To all around,— " oh ! cherish 

Your moments as they pass, 
Your life like mine shall perish ; 

Surely all flesh is grass." 
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" ESCAPE FOR THY LIFE." 



Genbsis XIX. 17. 



" Escape for thy life " — thus Lot from Gomorrah 
Was wamed by an angel ; and scarce had he fled 

Than vengeance came down, and wailing and sorrow 
From Sodom, came telling her children lay dead. 

" Escape for thy life,'* for youth fast is flying, 
'Tis well worth thy while its remnant to save, 

The first breath of life is a step towards dying, 
The sleep of the cradle shall end in the grave. 

" Escape for thy life," though health still is smiling, 
And nought shades the prospect of future long days, 

Joy will not thus always the time be beguiling, 
And gladness may prelude more sorrowfol lays. 
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Escape for thy life," and " look not behind thee," 
Oh ! haste, for already the time's on the wane 
"When flight may avail thee, and vengeance may find 
thee, — 
Stay not in the city, nor stand in the plain. 

F 
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" Escape for thy life," for death will not linger 

Norwaitfor repentance which then first you may vow 

Rim, hasten, while Mercy, with outstretching fínger, 
Still points to the cross and bids thee '* come now." 

" Escape for thy life ;" already the moming 
Is decking the clouds, the Advent draws near, 

Messiah may come without further waming, 

If He come not thy friend thy judge He*ll appear. 

" Escape for thy life " for Zoar*s before thee, 
A refuge to flee to when storms are all rife ; 

Oh ! dear fellow-sinner, in love we implore thee, 
" Up— out of the city— escape for thy life." 
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"WHAT SEEK YE?'' 



JOHK I. 38. 



" What seek ye ? '' come tell, 'tis a questíon moment- 
ous, 

For all from their cliildhood, most surely, in quest 
Of some ignis-fatuus, have hitherto wandered 

With fervid excitement, peculiar zest : 
But like the strange wild-fíre of marshy grounds fleeing 

The grasp of the traveller, the hope has hetrayed, 
Deceiving the chaser with thought of to-morrow, 

And thus the possession is daily delayed. 



Seek ye for riches — for pure gold of Ophir ? 

For pearls from the ocean ? for gems from the mine ? 
That gold will soon tarnish and lose all its brightness, 

Those pearls may be scattered, the gems cease to 
shine. 
If wealth be your object, and ye would possess it, 

'Tis not foimd on earth, it passes away 
Like some swiftly winged eaglet, on broad pinions fly- 

ing; 
But rather gain treasures which know not decay. 

F 2 
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Seek ye for bonoiir ? for circlets of laurel ? 

For plaudits of millions ? for applause of tlie brave ? 
Those laurels will droop ere the morrow's sun shineth» 

The plaudets be hushed in the gloom of the grave : 
But rather go search for a diadem nobler, 

A crown, never-fading, the gift of a King ; 
There are bright ones in heayen laid up for the ran- 
somed, 

And harps to whose music His praises to sing. 

Seek ye for fame ? for tiaras of bay leaves ? 

A niche for a statue ? the eulogy*s strain ? 
Those bay-wreaths will wither and every leaf perish, 

The statue will crumble, the lay sound in vain. 
True fame's silver trumpet soimds not 'neath the con- 
cave 

Of starlit cerulean ; the anthem's loud swell 
Compares not with hymns of redeemed ones in glory — 

Those noble hosannahs all songs far excel. 

Seek ye for glory ? for trophies of conquest ? 

And spoils írom the battle? your country's bright 
nod 
Of gracious approval ? Its smiles, oh ! remember, 

May shine on your bier, and glance o'er the sod. 
Enlist 'neath His standard — ^the one glorious Captain — 

Go, quick join the ranks of His followers few, 
You'll fail not to reap a most plenteous vict'ry, 

For death, sin, and hell shall be conquered by you. 

Seek ye for health, to pleasure essential ? 

Hygeia's rich blessing, and Salus' sweet cup ? 
Existence is lost if the end prove inglorious, 

Hygeia may poison the draught you drink up : 
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Exemption from sickness the sons of fírst Adam 
Expect not ; they need in each treacherous breath 

To be oft reminded, that pain and sore anguish 
Is part of their lot till they wake up from death. 



Seek ye for hope — that gay rainbow prismatic, 

Which needs both the storm and the sim's brilliant 
Ught, 
That torch for our darkness, elixir of being, 

That dawn of the morning which sweetens the night ? 
Yes, '' hope is an anchor" both certain and stedfast, 

But moor not your vessel except in the Veil ; 
Above is the harbour for barks tempest-driven, 

Toil hard for that haven and crowd every sail. 

Seek ye for safety, when dark storms of judgment 

And rending of moimtains shall tell of '' the end ? " 
When "the white throne'' is planted, and round it 
" all kingdoms 

And tribes of the earth " in humility bend ? 
Be found on "the right hand*' among the few "blessed," 

For whom are the " mansions" etemal and sure ; 
'Tis only "the members," who Jesus acknowledge 

Their " Head" here on earth, that will then be se- 
cure. 
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" HE WENT AWAY SORROWFUL." 



Matthew XIX. 22. 



Alas ! young man, 
My heart has oftentimes in sadness wept, 
As, in the picture by its fancy sketched, 
I saw thee wavering, and doubtful stand 
Weighing the merits of thy treasured hoard . 
Against eternity. 

Yes, there was much, 
Aye, very much, in thy short history 
To fan the supposition into truth, 
That from God's kingdom then thou wast " not far." 
Thou camest running where the Saviour stood, 
Convinced of the import of seeking Him 
So as to íind. Humility was thine, 
The query deep was, kneeling, put to him ; 
'Twas in the fashion of a scholar, too, 
Thou gav'st the appellation, " good Master," teach ; 
And then thy spirit was obedtmce, else 
Thou hadst not cried, " What good thing shall I do f 
And last, not least, the question too, itself 
Replete with urgency, was that of all 
Most interesting, " How shall I gain life ? " 



No sin lay at thy door, and from thy youth 
No act of moral turpitude stood forth 
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To accuse of wilful violation 
Of the Law ; and to th' charge of perjury, 
Of midnight rapine or adulterj, 
Not guilty was thy plea ; and to those two, 
From whom thy life and being, honor due 
Had well been rendered ; yea, in all thy walk, 
" Thy neighbour as thyself '* was duly loved 
(Such was, at least, thine own view of the case). 
But when the touchstone came to try thy state, 
Oh ! thou wert wanting ; as when the alchymist 
With acids tries his gold, and fínds the coin 
Sterling or spurious as it stands the test 
Of trial and of £re. 

Surely the balances were not well poised 
In which, 'gainst such security, thou laidst 
Thy teeming lands and other great possessions ! 
How strange it is that endless bliss, when placed 
In counterpoise with earth's vain hollowness, 
Should not preponderate, but that the scale 
In almost every phase of life should fly 
"Kicking the beam !" Most wondrous strange ; but yet 
Not stranger than 'tis true, for until taught 
A nobler choice, man will not fail to seek 
His level in the earth he toils upon. 



Methinks I see thee move slowly and sad, 
Revolving stiU within the mighty choice 
Of heaven and the cross or life-long happiness. 
Oh ! why not choose at once, and lay thine all 
At Jesus' feet and bid Him undertake ? 
He loved thee much, and thou too wast sincere ; 
But when it came to this, — Mammon or God, 
Thy treacherous heart, prompted on by wiles 
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Of th' Arch-fiend, made a woeful pause — 
A step most retrograde — and then 'twas done : 
" The cursed love of gold" led to the risk 
Of present peace and hazarded thy soul. 

May we indulge the hope when (ige came on 
Thy folly stood unveiled ? Satiate with wealth, 
And tasting to the full its frothiness, 
Though late thou sought'st at foot of Calvary 
Riches unsearchahle ? 

Alas ! alas ! 
If such proved not thy case, if Satan still 
Held thee in honds for '' filthy lucre's" sake, 
And in his coils, yea, even unto death, 
Wrapped thy deluded soul with love of gain ; 
Then we must fear that in the final day, 
When '' quick and dead" shall stand arraigned again, 
From Jesus' face thou wilt turn " sorrowful,^^ 

Ye wealthy ones ! 
Involved in hands of false security, 
Think you that could you view, from where now stands 
That gay young moral ruler, your olive yards 
And all the produce of your pastured fields, 
Your mansion's pile and " lands called hy your names," 
You would have tumed when Christ said " foUow me." 
And left Him sorrowjulf 

Come then while choice 
Is your's, and justice with drawn sword, hy hand 
Of mercy is arrested ; " choose ye this day " 
'Twixt God and Mammon. 
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"WHY WILL YE DIE?" 



EZBKIBL XYIII. 31. 



Ho ! ye sinners, ti^Iio lay under 
God's dire curse, and every law 

In accents loud as distant thunder, 
Speaks of judgment, hear with awe : 

Hark ! the voice of love says, why, 

Why, poor sinner, " will ye die ? " 

Bom in sin, shaped in transgression, 

In iniquity conceived, 
From childhood's days one long succession 

Of guilt, with danger round you weaved : 
Go, seek for mercy — ^hasten — fly — 
For why poor sinner " will ye die ?" 



Conscience long has told its story, 
But unheeded was the tale ; 

When of judgment or of glory 
Whispered, you have let it fail : 

To rouse — oh ! bid it once more try, 

For why poor sinner " will you die ? " 
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Yoa have scomed the Gospers soimdmg 

Slighted eyery loving call, 
Woold not seek the grace abounding, 

So fnll, 8o free to yoo, to all : 
Yet stíll its tmmpet Toice will cry, 
Sinner, stop, ** why will yon die ?" 

Here's repentance for the hardened, 
Cleansing for the sins so loathed, 

Here the guíLty may be pardoned, 
Here the naked may be dothed : 

Then, " withont money," come and buy, 

Dear sinner, now, you need not die. 
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"THE LORD IS MY HELPER." 



Hebbews XIII. 6. 



'* The Lord is my helper," let foes come apace, 
Eacli striving his utmost to hinder my race, 

A strength not my own, hut Almighty is near, 

" The Lord is my helper,'* then why should I fear. 

Though trials come crowding and darken my way, 
Though luring enticements may tempt me to stray, 

I'U face every danger, I'll flee every snare, 

" The Lord is my helper," what can I not dare ? " 

Alilictions may Vhelm me, and trouhles may drown, 
My friends may desert me, my enemies frown, 

I still have a refuge, I nought need bewail, 
" The Lord is my helper," and he cannot faiL 

Though poverty threaten, enshrouding my mind 
With gloomy forebodings and prospects unkind ; 

But want, woe, and sickness, in love are oft sent, 
" The Lord is my helper," with them I'm content. 
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No grateful remembrance may ring in my ear, 

And thanks rendered late may float over my bier, 
Though early in life sounds my funeral kneU, 
The Lord is my helper," and all will be well. 
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Disease through my yitals may stealthily steal, 
And on my wan yisage may set his strong seal, 

And though in my anguish I feel my strength fail, 
" The Lord is my helper" — shall sickness prevail ? 

And death may come riding his steed pale and white, 
And wave his broad banner before my weak sight, 

Though health may be failing I'U breath not a sigh, 
" The Lord is my helper," on Him I rely. 

And when the archangel's last trumpet's loud blast 
ShaU teU to the Hying, and aU holden fast 

In grave's slimy mansions, that " time is no more," 
" The Lord is my helper," He'U teach me to soar, 

Where cherubim bowing acknowledge His sway, 

And seraphim loving deUght to obey, 
Where " the spirits of just men made perfect" proclaim— 

" The Lord was our helper," whence aU our strength 
came. 

He caUed us as sinners, atonement He made, 
He bore the law's curses, on Calvary paid 

" The uttermost farthing ; " His praises we'U sing, 
" Who long was our helper," who reigns as our king. 



77 



"WILT THOU BE MADE WHOLE?" 



JoHN y. 6. 



Eight-and-tliirty years afflicted, 
Waiting only helping hands, 

Sa£rring on b.is face depicted ; 

When, lo ! the Saviour waiting stands- 

" Art thou willing 
To be whole and lose these bands ?" 

Jesus sought him in his sorrow, 
Stopped not for an " if I may," 

Nor until some future morrow 
Waited ; no, He cured that day. 

He was willing ; 
Healed the moumer went his way. 



Still Bethesda's pool is bubbling, 
Still its ripples onward íiow, 

Thou needest not to wait the troubling 
Of those healing waters now, 

If thou'rt willing 
There this instant thou may'st go. 



»» 
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Sinner ! impotent and dying, 

Guilty, paxalyzed, " arise, 
Jesus bids thee — time is flying, — 

Help and aid He ne'er denies 
To those who're willing 

To leave these porches for the skies. 

Tis no " strange devised fable," 

'Tis no doctrine fresh and new ; 
If you seek you'U find he's able 

To save, and cleanse, and guide you through. 
He is wUling, 
He only waits the wilt in you. 
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" FOR HE TAUGHT THEM AS ONE HAVING 

AUTHORITY." 



Matthbw vn. 29. 



Fancy delights 
To sit before her easel picturing there, 
Yea, to the very life, some well-known tale 
And ancient story ; often has she sketched, 
Pourtraying yividly, bright siinny scenes 
To please her votaries, leaving the light 
And darker shades, the tints and coloring, 
To her more practised eye — her sister twin — 
Imagination. 

So have I found 
When, in the sacred page, reading aloud 
My childhood's task, Fancy has conjured up 
The yery scenes where passed those histories. 
And even now, though sturdy Time with hand 
Relentless, and years haye brought reflection, 
Robbing those views of half their fairiness — 
In soberer guise them re-arraying — 
Still to my mind Imagination gaye 
Too deep an impress ever to forget. 

I've pictured Jesus 
Beneath the Temple's dome standing aloof. 
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Though crowds of Phansees paying fall tithes 
Of all the law's requirements, and the lax 
Time-serving sect of Sadducees look'd on 
With artful sophistry and craftiness, 
Trying in vain to inveigle Him in His talk ; 
Yet there He stood, amidst the regal pomp 
Wherewith that sacred edifíce was reared, 
(The cedar wood and golden omaments, 
The pillared galleries and porticoes,) 
Lowly and meek, ^' clothed with humility," 
Yet teaching " with authority" aloud, 
Those stubbom hearts fílled with capriciousness, 
The new-bom law of " loving one another." 



I'ye seen Him, too, 
As on a rising ground, called by the Jew 
" The Mount of the Beatitudes," He poured 
In strain of eloquence persuasively 
The glorious tmths which form the Gospel code. 
The scene was new : a motley concourse stood 
In large circumference swelling round. 
There was the Doctor leamed in the law, 
Treating with skill both " Moses and the prophets," 
Binding on men's shoulders burdens heavy, 
But lax himself. 

There stood the Pharisee^ 
Most sumptuously arrayed, a perfect man 
In his self-righteousness, paying his tax 
Of " mint and cummin," but in '' weightier points" 
Coming far short. 

There, too, was seen the Scnbe, 
Who with a ready pen on parchment scrolls 
Wrote out the Pentateuch, omitting not 
One " jot or titUe." 



81 



And there the Stripling^ 
Haltíng 'twixt two opinions, blinded stiU 
By Jewish bondage, yet a convert half. 
Old men and children, matrons too, and maids, 
AU '' heard and were astonished," for he taught 
Not as their men-made lords in holy things, 
But " with authority." 

His doctrine came 
With unction from the Holy One, and so 
It went right home, searching the inner man, 
And laying bare its abject wretchedness : 
'' No pueríle spUtting controversial hairs," 
Or wrangUng on strange creeds, mark*d this discourse, 
Fanning the íiame of mutual emnity, 
And stirríng up the pride of hearers* souls ; 
But so profound that leamed ones must leam, 
Yet wisely simple, that e*en a chUd 
Scarce out of leading strings could comprehend 
Its pure simpUcity. 

Again I've thought 
He stood beside the Sea of Qalilee, 
And stiU a multitude mighty and large 
Came roimd to' leam. 

The gentle waves rose up 
As if to Usten, and the roaring sea 
Laid by its chiding tiU more fitting time ; 
So large the press that Jesus needs must take 
A ship, and thence speak many parables ; 
And stiU He taught not with enticing words 
Of worldly wisdom, but as one from Qod, 
Proclaiming, " with authoríty," the things 
Both " new and old," and with a Ub'ral hand 
" Feeding His fiock." 

G 



82 



Ye teachers ! who go forth 
Treading your Master's foot-prínts, would ye^ too, 
Teach with authoríty ? Would ye proclaim 
The truth around as if ye were from God ? 
See then ye have '^ the mind that was in Him," 
And be your bodies, too, all set apart — 
" The temples of His Spirít." Be your aim 
His glory, and His word your only law ; 
Then read in that, rendering obedience, 
Your Lord's commission ready sign'd and seal'd — 
** Go, preach the Gospel." 
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'*WILL YE ALSO GO AWAY ?" 



JOHN VT. 67. 



The SaviouT preached, the truth went home 
And touched the hearts of many there, 

But hating it they bid it roam, 
And left their Lord, then into air 

Truth burst as ocean's foam. 

But some stood faithful, though astray 
Others went wandering, ne'er again 

To seek His face : I hear Him say 

To that lone twelve, in moumful strain, 

" Will ye, too, go away ?'' 

Methinks I'd rather stay than go 

And leave Him with such care-wom mien, 
I'd face each enemy and foe, — 

But stay ! I on my own strength lean, 
And I may reap just as I sow. 

Sinners ! attend, come now and leam 
You're lost, undone, one moment stay, 

God's furious wrath 'gainst you shall bum ; 
When Mercy calls will you away ? 

Will you a deaf ear tum ? ' 

K 2 
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And wheii He tells of pard'ning graee 
And love amazing, and so free 

That there you cannot fail to trace 
That in the " all" 'tis offered " thee," 

Will you not seek His face ? 

The Qospel feast is for " the blind, 
The poor, the halt, the maimed," and all 

Who wiU but seek His face shall fínd ; 
Go not away to each the call, 

For e<ich the welcome's signed. 
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"LORD! TO WHOM SHALL WE GO?" 



JOHNTI. 68. 



What ! leave thee, Lord, and tum aside 
From following Thee, and with the tide 
Of thoughtless ones rush on in pride 

Of ignorance ? 

What if the multitude do throng 
The broader path, in numbers strong 
But blind with foUy rush along ! 

Shall we, too, go ? 

To whom, Lord, shall we seek if Thou 
Hear not our prayer nor heed our vow, 
But from us with averted brow 

Tumest thy face ? 

When dark-eyed sorrow tells of gloom, 
And justice of impending doom, 
And death points hourly to the tomb, 

Where then our hope ? 

When conscience speaks in harrowing strain 
Of guilt, deserving endless pain, 
For help, alas ! we look in yain 

If not to Thee. 
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Nay, Lord, we dare not leave, nor go 

One step from Thee, our " strength as tow" 

Would not avail against the foe 

Who threatens us. 

Etemal life is in Thee hid, 
And that we seek, and when amid 
Danger and death, oh ! Lord, we'U bid 

Thee undertake. 
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"GOD FOBJBID THAT I SHOULD GLORY, 
SAVE IN THE CROSS." 



Galatians yi. 14. 



What made tlie Sayiour leave His crown, 
And to avert His Fatber's frown 
On man, in pity hasten down ? 

The Cross. 

What saw the Lord when sin was rife, 
Through the dark yista of His life, 
Would be the end of all His strife ? 

The Cross. 

What is the Arch-fiend*s greatest fear ? 
What sound does he most dread to hear ? 
What makes him tremble when it's near ? 

The Cross. 



Where is the sinner's only hope 
When with tbe Law he fain would cope, 
He sees first through faith's telescope ? 

The Cross. 
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What makes the Greek in fury mock ? 
What to the Jew a " stumbling-block," 
Yet glory of " the little flock ?" 

The Cross. 

What is the power of gospel grace, 
Whereby e'en Adam's fallen race 
May now behold the Father's face ? 

The Cross. 

God's love to sinners we would leam, 
Yet how His hate to sin wiU bum, 
To one object we must tum, 

The Cross. 

How does the saint, by grief immured, 
Through patience soon become inured ? 
Because he knows the Lord *' endured 

The Cross." 

And when in heaven, from sorrow freed, 
What claim shall then " the chosen seed" 
Before the Almighty Father plead ? 

The Cross. 

Though heaven and earth shall pass away, 
Throughout the bright eternal day 
The ransomed church wiU shout this lay, 

" The Cross." 
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"NAAMAN, CAPTAIN OF THE HOST OF 
THE KING OF SYRIA." 



2 K1NO8 y. 1. 



Victory bad smiled 
On Syria's force, waving her laurel branch 
0*er her brave sons, and acclammations loud 
Kent the clear air, as from the tents there came 
Benhadad's chieftain — the valiant Naaman. 
" The mighty man in valour," in his pride 
Passed through the crowd ; *' the captain of the host 
('' A great man with his master," favoured high 
Because by him deliv'rance had been wrought) 
On his high-mettled steed, with haughty mien, 
Looked on the warlike throng, then on his way 
Went silently. 

The gaping multitude, 
In solemn awe and secret envying, 
Eye the rich panoply, and wonder much 
If 'neath such costly breastplate dwells a heart 
To joy a stranger ; or if th' stately head 
On which the helmet sits with such rare grace 
Can dream of aught but war and victory. 

Not so the attendant few, whose faces bear 
The imprimatur of nobility ; 
Though etiquette demand that distance such 
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As marks respect be kept, yet here methmks 
The Syrian staff might yenture stiU to seek 
More close proximity. Their high-bom blood 
And pride of parentage, lineal descent 
And aristocracy, surely show cause 
Why grades in martial rank be less observed. 
And he too, Israel's vanquisher, receives 
His well-eamed plaudits with averted face. 
Erect his form and lofty his demean, 
But 'neath his pomp and majesty there lurks 
A secret 'voidance, lest the searching gaze 
Of those who honour him should pry too deep. 

But now he halts, and, peering 'neath his hehn, 
Of his wan face we catch a furtive glance. 
Why start at that sad spectacle ! think you 
The noisome sctirf and furfuraceous scales, 
Th' enamelled risings and bright cuticle, 
Are loathsome to behold ; and he who bears 
Such impress on his visage, is a man 
With whom the meanest serf who tills the ground 
Would shrink with innate horror at the touch ? 



Alas, poor Naaman ! ride gloriously, 
Greeted and pndsed by those who know thee not ; 
Let thy proud heart hear joyfully the clang 
Of shields and weapons ; drink in th' ready shout 
Which, from Abana's shores and Pharpar's banks, 
Rings loud thy welcome to Assyria. 
Let the captÍTe throng, who in a stranger land 
Weary of life, shew to thy king and lords 
Thy conquering power : but poisoned blood 
Hot coursing through thy veins, tells thee a tale 
Which every looker on can read aloud 
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In thy distorted form, that thou, ** the man 
Mighty in valour,'' '* the captain of the host" 
Of Syria's king, art a fonl l^er. 



Israel moums, 
And on the willow's branch hangs her mute harp ; 
Its joyous strains are hushed, for minstrelsy 
Has no fair charms for those poor weeping hearts 
Who love their land, but see her under foot 
Of foreign power. 

Assyria's lord 
Had laid Samaria waste ; preying hordes, 
In large marauding parties through that land, 
Wandered in companies, seeking such gain 
As to their grasping hand might hap to fall. 
Here the ripe grain, on which, perchance, the hopes 
Of multitudes may rest, and there the vine, 
In full luxuriance of th' fruitful boughs, 
Meet both alike their fate ; for ruthless hands, 
With motive none but hate, uptum the soil 
And leave the teeming fíelds a wildemesck 

Many a lovely town and country place 
Bore traces of the track of Syrian troops ; 
The darkness of the night serves as a cloak 
To hide the pillagers ; northem outposts 
Break through the Jewish borders, sword in hand 
Fall on the hapless homes of the poor victims. 
One village thus was sacked, and from her home 
(Clad o'er with vine-leaves 'neath a fig-tree*s shade,) 
An Israelitish maid was tom, and seized 
As booty fairly won. 
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Methinks the scream 
Of her weak voice, and then her parent's shriek 
Of anguish at the scene, ring in mine ear : 
Those loYÍng ones, who as a tender plant 
Had reared their nursling, see her captive hound 
By soldier hands, as victim for the pile ; 
And as they bear her off, and distance makes, 
The cry for help 'come faint, those mouming hearts, 
Prostrate in their 'reft home, call loud to Him, 
Their nation's God, to save their cherished flower. 

Fearnot, fond pair, 
There goes that with your child in time of need 
Shall serve her in rich stead ; she knows her God, 
And, knowing Him, has aU. 



A slave market ! 
Oh ! sight most horrihle, where mortal man 
Dares to consign his fellows, and to sell 
The image of his Maker ! Woe to the land 
That deals in such foul traffic, and the men 
Who seek from human hlood to get such gain. 
Oh, liberty ! bright goddess ! (whose fair wand 
Should reach to either pole, and from the east, 
Where Phcebus for his march first girds himself 
With orient splendour, to farthest west, 
Where as a giant spent he sinks o'ercome) 
How is thy fame in places such as these 
Debased and sullied ; hurled from thy throne 
And rendered sceptreless by those whose aim 
Should be to bind thy crown, and make thy reign 
Ëxtend the universe ? 
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Damascus' streets 
Resound witb business ; the denizens, 
With eager haste to swell their merchant stores, 
Flock to the market-place, whence comes the sound 
Of boisterous dealing ; bargains are struck 
And price paid down in tale, or barter takes 
Their money*s stead. The bleating flocks and herds, 
Doomed to the shambles, wiU cause th' tear to start 
And linger on the lids of pitying eyes : 
But onward pass, and mark the wretched groups 
In couples bound, who once, in far-off land, 
Bevelled in fireedom with the freest hearts. 
Oh ! could we trace in each wan yisage pale 
The story of its griefs, and hear the tale 
Of household wrongs — ^the distant home — the love 
Of mouming friends — with all the sickening woe 
Of pining slavery, the bosom's warmth 
That pants to clasp the kindred soul ; and then 
The mute still loneliness of those whom fate, 
Rather than feeling, links in brotherhood ; 
What heart so adamant that would not weep 
At recitals so sad, and melt and moum 
Over the captive's lot ? 

But yonder look, 
Where meets a denser throng, and gaping mouths 
Proclaim surprise ; one higher bom than they 
Is there, and down the piteous ranks she goes 
Meaning to purchase. 

Methinks the grief that stamps 
With dye indelible her anxious face, 
Comports not well with her nobility ! 
For as she walks we catch the stealthy sigh, 
And hear the murm'rings of her troubled heart. 
Her choice is made ; attention centred on 
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A gentle girl, whose yisage worn and sad, 
And look of plaintiye woe, swept 'cross a chord 
Of sympathetic love ; and Syria's dame 
Back to her lordly home in silence goes, 
But thinking in her heart how she may best 
Become the parent to the weeping slave. 

Poor trembling child ! 
How lonely is thy lot ; the sil'yry tones 
That made the cot so gay (touching the hearts 
Of those who loved thee, as some íull-toned lute) 
Are quiet now ; the fawn-like step that tripped 
So lightly on the sward to sound of pipe 
Is sobered now. Samaria*s lovely hills 
Changed for Damascus' streets ; the bounding roe 
And swiftly flying hart have given place 
To Syrian troops, and parents' kind request 
Lost in the cold command. 

But never fear, 
Thy God goes with thee, and He will not fail, 
Sweet Israelitish maid I 



Dejected, wan, and pale, 
Within his chamber's gloom, sat Syria's lord — 
The doughty Naaman. 

Aside were cast 
The trophies of his arms, as if the sight 
Of what proclaimed his prowess made him sport 
And mocked his leprous state. No charm to him 
Lay in his glittering hekn, and the bright sword, 
Whose every flash spake him a vanquisher, 
In scabbard lay enclosed. None near him came. 
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And silent and alone he canght the sound 

Which made Damascus' streets ríng with the shout 

Of victory. 

But hope came not, nor gleam 
Of transient joy mantled his pallid face, 
No thought of future cure came 'cross his mind ; 
But dark Despair in shroud of double dye 
Wrapped him in thicken folds, both when he dwelt 
On what he was and ever must remain. 

No wonder the applause oí thousand tongues 
Came (as rich oil upon a buming pile) 
Feeding, not quenching, his lone wretchedness ; 
For what to him the plaudits of the throng, 
The song of warlike deeds, when fevered blood 
Shot madly through his veins, and every pulse 
Fast beating cried " the leper Naaman.'* 

But hark ! a step ; — so few approach his door 
He has no need to question in himself 
Who fain would come ; — ^'tis as he thought, his wife, 
Who fearful, trembling at the loathsome sight, 
Has yet a fount of love so deep to him 
That she can brave disease, and blindly mark 
The havoc on his form. Oh ! " strong as death" 
Is love, and '^ many waters" fall far short 
In quenching it, for it can dare do much 
Forgetful of itself. The fitful storm 
Of adverse winds may blow, and e'en the grave 
May claim the form beloved, yet dies not love, 
Nor ever can, till being cease itself, 
Where once that fire is lit, it bums for aye 
And nought can smother it. 
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Are we deceÍTed ? 
Methought we saw a ray, a flash of hope 
Dart o'er the leper*8 face ; his Tisage pale 
lit with a kindling smile, as if his soul 
Up from sepulchral gloom had roused itself 
And with a horizontal look had caught 
A glimpse of life. 

** And did the captive maid, 
The dark^eyed daughter of Samaria, 
Tell you of one with whom dwelt cure, for such 
As shroud the upper lip ?" 

" My lord, she did ; 
For 'midst her native hills, in Israel's land, 
An aged seer, far joumeyed on in life, 
Has wrought some mighty works ; yea, from the dead 
He called the son of a poor Shunamite, 
And fed a hundred men with twenty loaves 
Of first-fruits of the harley, and they '' eat 
And left thereof." The captain of the host 
Of Syria'8 king may surely daim reUef 
Where those of haser hlood have fared so well." 

" I'll seek at least, for though it touches pride 
To go in quest of good into a land 
Bleeding heneath my rod, yet I could hrave 
The ignominious curl of great one's lips, 
And dare the tongue's foul taunt, if hy that stroke 
The purple current should flow healthily, 
And these rank scales should yield their place to skin 
More like humanity. 

" But tell me now, 
Recite the very words the maiden used. 
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For in the name of Rimmon I would know 
More of this holy man." 

" We sat at noon, 
I at my 'broidery frame, the captive child 
Plying the shuttle at a small hand-loom — 
We both were sad, for by her looks I guessed 
Once more she sported near her vine-clad home, 
And fancy led through many happy scenes 
Of days gone by. I moumed at heart, tho' blessed 
With much that made life rich ; but then I thought 
How he, my bosom's lord, was sore afflict, 
And I could nought but weep, and moum, and grieve, 
But could not help. 

" I think my troubled sigh 
Recalled the Hebrew maid, for when again 
I met her gaze, 't was such a speaking look 
Of pitying love, that for th' time I drew 
Much consolation, though it transient proved 
And flitted fast : 

" Yet soon again I raised 
My eye to mark her face, when with clasped hands 
And ardency of voice, that told her words 
Came from her heart, she said ' Would God, my lord 
Were with the Prophet in Samaria, 
For he'd recover him of leprosy.' 

" She said no more, but yet I think lies hid 
More in her Jewish faith and simple creed 
Than all the lore of Rimmon's worshippers, 
And I would fain believe, that He she calls 
Her nation's Gob both can and will give health 
If you'U go seek, my lord." 



H 
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" I'll hie at once 
Unto Benbadad's court ; I know the time 
He takes bis terrace walk, and if be grant 
Me audience and a passport, tb' morrow's sun 
Sball from Damascus see me on my way 
To tbe far region of Samaria. 
Percbance tbis cbild of Abrabam may saye 
Tbe Assyrian lord wbo ylelds to none tbe palm 
Of victory." 



A noble cavalcade 
Is crossing Canaan's border. Tbere are steeds 
Wbose arcbing necks tell tbem from Araby, 
And some wbose prancing feet and pawing boofs 
Speak of Ëgyptia's land : and cbariots, too, 
Tbe costliest in Assyria are met 
In one proud martial company : 'twould seem 
Some monarcb on bis distant progresses, 
Went to surprize tbe bumblest of bis clans 
Witb sigbt of royal state, causing tiie serfs 
To ope' tbeir eyes in wonder and amaze. 
Camels and dromedaries came following 
Bearing mucb weigbt in gold, and silver coin 
Of talents ten, and festal caftans rare 
Of balf-a-score. 

Is it some migbty prince 
Tbrougb bis domain taking a regal tour ? 
Or boimd on errand great to neigbb'ring court 
Of Mendly tribe ? 



No, 'tis tbe leper cbief 
Now on bis way seeking Samaria's Seer, 
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And these rích gifts and piles of specie are 
To buy exemption irom his leprosy ! 

The Syrían general had yet to leam 
What miUions do not know, that when the Lord, 
The God of Israel heals, He takes no príce 
And for no gnerdon asks : 'tis only those 
Who having nought to pay He ireely heals, 
And none are oured beside. 

They pass the foot 
Of that high chain of hills, and onward speed 
Toward Gennesaret. Capemaum, 
And now Bethesda reached, till soon they halt 
In Jezreers plain. Now fresh they start again, 
Samaria's towers gleam bríghtly in the south, 
And o'er the city of the conqiiered Tríbes 
Hope's rosy light (as if a rainbow spread 
Its gay prismatic arch) shot far and wide 
Its quick'ning beams. 

Now to Jehoram's court 
The retinue glide on, for audience sought 
In the Assyrían name, will surely gain 
A fuU affirmatÍTe from Israel's king. 
Can you not see the throb, and hear the pulse 
That sends the blood fast bounding through his veins, 
As with a shrouded form and muffled face 
The great Damascus' lord a misiive hands 
To Ahab's son. 

The Syrían snrely thonght 
His object was attained, his cure complete ; 
Ferhaps the príce was large, perchance the fee 
An overcharge, but he had that would meet 

h2 
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Almost a ransoin's siim. No doubt nor fear 
Entered his soul pertaining to his case 
TiU he first saw the cheek 'come blanched, the hue 
Of death steal o'er the bearded lips of him 
Who read that scroll. 

Ah ! how aghast he looks, 
For when he thought the remedy prescribed 
Would soon be his, he sees the royal robe 
Riven in twain, embarrassment and rage 
In mixture strange clouding Jehoram's face ; 
And as with gesture quick he hurls the note 
From out his sight, saying with trembling voice 
Falt'ring with scom and dread — '* Am I a God 
To kill and make alive, that he doth send 
This man to me, that from his leprosy 
I may recover him ? Wherefore, I pray, 
Consider now how he a quarrel seeks 
'Twixt him and me." 



"^W 



Alas ! poor Naaman, 
Where are the pleasing hopes and daylight dreams 
Wherewith the Israelitish maiden's speech 
Inspired thee at Damascus ? Where the help 
Benhadad promised thee in foreign lands 
Which thou hast failed to gain from Syria's skiU ? 
Methinks I hear thy heart toll out a knell 
As this its last day-beam sinks into night 
And leaves thy sky still darker for its light. 
'' Unclean, unclean," must still remain thy cry, 
For e'en Samaria can yield no draught 
So potent as to heal. 

So sinners fare 
When knowledge of their state forces the truth — 
" Undone ;" but quick they hear of cure — some balm, 
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But not of " Gilead," is soon prescribed — 
And with the price in hand, with humble mien 
But proudly swelling heart, they go to buy^ 
And find at last, when all their strength is spent, 
'Tis a delusive lie, a well-forged cheat. 



" Yes, true, the child 
Spoke of a ' prophet in Samaria,' 
And I have sought the Israelitish king / 
The messenger that came this day at noon 
Again has given me hope. The ' man of God ' 
Heard in his cottage home that there had come 
A great one to this land, and he has sent 
Saying that he can heal. I'll to him now, 
Ferchance my golden stores may please him much, 
And he shall have his meed ; for what to me 
Would profít Ophir's gold, or riches rare 
Which she of Sheba brought, if I retain 
This loathsome flesh, and in my every joint 
Burn as with fíre ? It galls me when I hear 
The rabble cry when I appear in view, 
' Behold the leprous man.'" 



Truth needs no livery, 
Nor wants a garb of outer costliness 
To recommend. The human mind is such 
That it appreciates, whether small or great, 
Oft at fírst sight. Thus impotence is found 
'Neath omament extraneous, the tinsel lures 
And man is blinded by it ; whilst true worth, 
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Without the glittering of surface-show, 
Is scarce perceived. 

Thus with poor Naaman, 
When, at the lowly hut where dwelt the seer, 
He started with surprize ; for he had thought 
To see a lordly home, and servants hired 
Tending the holy man, and he was fain 
To feel like one insult, when at the door 
His chariot halts, and cries his charioteer — 
" Here 'tis Elisha dwells." 

No bumished gates 
Or statues bronzed gamish the entrance way ; 
No lackeyed slares, clothed in a costly garb, 
Stand clustering like bees within a hive ; 
No trace of sumptuous style or high-bred state 
Is in Elisha's cot ; he had no lack 
Of what existence asked, but nought beyond 
Had he to pamper him. 



The carriage stops, 
But stiIL " the man of God" appeareth not. 
'Tis strange in places so remote, a train 
Thus noble from afar should not at least 
Have caused surprise, but scarce a sign of life 
Meets the poor leper's glance ; though he within 
Knew at his threshold stood a foreign chief, 
Th' conqueror of his land. But nought to him 
Is Naaman*s gay troop ; a serring man, 
Or he who in the fíeld could earn his bread, 
Had fared as well. 

No puffing words are sent 
Of empty compliment, or fulsome strains 
Of etiquette profound, or courtly phrase 
Of sympathetic tone with meaning none. 
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The prophet, like his Lord, saw 'neath the mask, 
And knew the man ; for though Assyrían robes 
Of choicest needle-work, hung like a pall 
Over a ghastly corpse, the inner heart 
Was but a leper's still. Appendages 
Weigh not with God, and precedence of rank 
Frefers no claim ; and where rich mercy comes 
'Tis of free grace. 

Poor, sorry invalid ! 
The second time has disappointment come, 
And thus the second time thy joy has fled. 
Prescription strange ! and most unheard-of cure ! 
To bid a leprous man go down '* and wash 
Seven times in Jordan." 

And what strong faith 
To take this draught septuple. The very words 
Sound as rank foUy in the wamor's ears. 
What ! dip in Jordan ! Shall the silv'ry stream 
Of Jewish waters heal, when Syria's priests, 
And her physicians too, have failed to treat 
The growing malady with sov'reign skiU : 
Shall water be the cure, when abstinence 
And fasts and prayers to Rimmon gained no help 
From the Assyrian god ! 

Shall Israers waves 
Bear on their bosom a more potent spell 
Than necromantic arts and darker craft 
Of stem astrology ! 

Strange cure indeed ! 



Dark angry clouds 
Portend a storm, and far-off murmurings 
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Threaten a thunder-clap : as well in man, 
When nifQied in his mind, as those sure signs 
Speak of the elements. 

A gath*ring frown 
Is on his brow, and through the whitened scales 
We see the tempest low'r ; now lightnings flash 
From eyes not wont to shine, 'cept when those orbs 
Are touched with Hope's bright torch ; for Naaman, 
With hand upon his sword, is pond'ring well 
Gehazi's words, and thus perhaps his thoughts : 
" Why came I to this land ? Why trouble take, 
Incurring vast expense ? Why, for the sake 
Of such a mean result, leave my own land, 
And with it all I love ? Shall Israel's vanquisher 
Be made the sport of Israers venerated seer, 
Because he listened to enticing words 
Of captive maid ? By Rimmon ! 'tis too much. 
'Tis surely no light thing that I, the chief 
Of all Benhadad's troops, should come at all 
Into this conquered land. I asked no help, 
But I had gold to pay ; * the man of God' 
I shackled not in price : and then, behold, 
When to this lowly hut in state I come, 
With chariots and with horse, he comes not near, 
But by a serving-man prescribes this cure — 
* Go, wash in Jordan ! ' Can Syrian blood 
Bear this ? The ' captain of the host* consent 
To be thus trifled with ? Behold ! I thought 
He surely wiU come down, and stand, and call 
Upon his God*s high name, and strike the place 
And heal my leprosy. 

*' And Jordan, too ! 
That gurgling Jewish stream which priests have trod 
And wetted not their feet ! which Joshua clave. 
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And all the Hebrew tríbes traversed dry-shod ! 
Shall that compare with streams, with waters deep, 
Far in Damascus ? Are not the salient waves 
Of Pharpar's flood, and the salubríous depths 
Of the Abana's tide, which plenteous gush 
Through the Assyrían land, more like to heal 
Than Israel's turgid pools ? May I not plunge 
In them and come forth clean ? 

" I will not wash; 
I'll to the north again, and leave alone 
This southern prophet's bath." 

Poor blinded soul ! 
Because the cure was cheap, and nought to pay, 
Gratuitous, yet sure, it gave offence. 
Proud fool ! health as a gift pleased not. 

I pity thee. 

As with their faces turned from Jericho 

The cavalcade moves on, methinks I'd take 

The horses by their bridles, chariots stay, 

And plead with thee most pitiable man : 

Retum to Syria a leper still ? 

Damascus seek again, thy state the same 

As when thou passed'st its gates ? Awake ! awake ! 

Let not the hungry worm of deep despair 

Feed on thy vital parts, but hasten back, — 

Go, wash in Jordan. 



" My father, say, 
If he had bid thee do some mighty thing 
Thou would'st have done it ; how much rather then 
When thus he saith, ' wash, and thou shalt be clean?' " 
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From whence had these men "wisdom ? They were right. 

Had but the holy man conditions laid 

Grievous to bear the leper had complied — 

A pilgrimage through Araby's hot sands, 

Or else a lengthened fast ; a sacrifice, 

Costly in kind and price, without delay 

Would have been paid. But such a trifling cure 

Carries imposture's mark, and makes the act ridiculous ! 



Foundation laid, 
The top stone will be reached ; for He who calls 
Without repentance first, His work completes, 
And rests not till 'tis perfected. 

The words 
Of camel-driyers and of charioteers 
Have reached the leper's soul ; the dark scales fall 
From off his purblind eyes, and rage takes flight, 
Leaving its recent throne with meekness filled. 
Yes, the *' hard thing' ' had pleased ; then why should cure, 
In easier terms prescribed, be treated thus, 
And scomed with such disdain ? 

Again his hopes 
Mount upward — ^he will go. The captive maid, 
Perhaps, knew more than he. The prophet, too, 
Is wiser than he thought. And those two streams, 
The Pharpar and Abana, may not rank 
For healing powers with Jordan's smaller riU. 
His bosom is appeased, the murm'rings stayed, 
And down he goes to Jordan. 

Th* river's reached — 
Methinks I hear his thoughts, as he alights 
And ponders weU his case : 
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" Trembling, I stand ; 
Here, on tliese guTgling waves my hopes are rocked ; 
Perchance it is their cradle, or their grave 
Is in their depths. Life, death, and more than these, 
Are now at stake. If from this cooling bath 
I rise up clean, then Terily a God 
Lives in this land, and Naaman shall die ; 
The heathen fool, bowing to stocks and stones, 
Shall be no more. With my disease I'U leave 

My idol gods. Then perish Baalim ! 

But if it fail — ^how shall I bear the brunt 
Of scoffing laugh, and the derisive jeers 
Which, harshly grating, yet shall meet my ear 
When I retum into Assyria ? 
How seek my home again, made still more dark 
By taking back despair ? and she wiU pine 
(Whose love e'en leprosy coidd not affect) 
And moum as for the dead. 'Tis my last hope, 
My sole remaining chance. Oh ! Israel's God, 
Who until now I've mocked, if Thou canst heal, 
Here a fít object see. My heart be still, 
And cease thy flutt'ring voice, my fears be hushed, 
I in this stream will plunge, — ^the end I leave 
To Abram's God." 



Callous his heart, indeed, 
If in such tragic time it failed to beat. 
He leaves his wond'ring troops, descends alone 
The Jordan's rocky strand ; now surging waves 
Divide before his feet ; silence profound 
Reigns on the shore ; he stands amidst the stream, 
And now he dips. Up from the limped flood 
He quickly darts. Oh ! what a searching look 
He gives from head to foot. No change — ^the scales 
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And bright enamelling are whiter still : 

Alas ! alas ! the leprosy still cleaves. 

Again, and then again, — ^the fourth time now, 

And now the fifth — yet stiU a leprous man. 

Once more large circles form and tell the place 

Where went the warrior down ; the river waves 

Soon meet in whirling eddies o'er his head 

As 'neath their crests he sinks, but yet no cure ; 

The aqueous veil, which shrouds him as he gains 

The river*s face again, is far too thin 

To darken or conceal his anxious looks. 

Wilh doubly rapid strokes the blood's propelled 

Throughout its veiny ducts ; he stands aghast, 

Halting 'twixt hope and fear, his lips are blanched, 

And joints, too much relaxed, begin to smite 

Each one.its fellow. 

But not dismayed, 
Though wavering to the last, now he prepares 
To take the fínal plunge ~the dip that seals 
His healing or his fate. Perhaps he thus 
Held converse with himself : 

"Yes, 'tis the last; 
The prophet said but * seven,' and six have failed 
And I remain the same ; if no effects 
From this immersion flow, my hopes are slain 
And I most desolate : but I delay. 
Oh ! great Jehovah, help, show now Thyself, 
And prove Thou art a God, mighty to heal 
And rich in grace and love : I know Thee, Lord, 
By hearing of the ear. Oh! make me now 
To feel and know Thy power." 

Amazing change ! 
Where is the *' leper" now ? Where is the man 
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Who not a moment since in ulc'rous scales 

Was clothed from head to foot — ^is this the same ? 

With what a thrill of joy he gains the strand, 
While strains of exultation meet his ear ; 
His face now glistens with the glow of youth, 
And sparkling eyes, like hrilliant stars, peep forth ; 
The wasted flesh no longer withered, dead, 
Replete with juices seems to live again ; 
And now from crown to sole the form is clothed 
With skin as of fair children. 

Was the man 
Who told thee of this "balm of Gilead's" kind 
A prophet of the Lord ? And was the God 
Who owned the holy man, a living God 
Or no? 



" Drive back to Jericho, 
I to Elisha*8 house must quickly go 
And tender him my thanks." 

Once more the cot 
Of Israel's aged seer is made the place 
Where an Assyrian staff bends its gay course ; 
But not as once he came rides Naaman, 
The muffled moumer and sad invalid 
Scarce seems in person one with him who comes 
Prancing on choicest steed, with radiant face 
And bosom light with joy. 

The Syrian, too, 
Had left his pride in Jordan ; he could step 
Into ^he lowly hut and stand where late 
He scomed to tread. 
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ThuB gospel deals wiih men : 
As atnnera tliey are proud and come not down 
Eyen to seek their cure ; but when the light 
Of heavenly peace steals in, humility 
(One of religion's handmaids) steals in too ; 
And where the chariot was too mean a place 
To hear of sov'reign balm, the dust becomes 
A sacred spot if near unto the throne. 

Gratitude 
Pertains to holiness. No wonder then 
The leper's foremost thought was how he might 
(Not recompense but) prove, by costly gifts, 
How deep his thanks ; " for now, behold, I know," 
He cries, " there is no other Qod in all the earth 
But save in Israel : therefore, I pray, 
Take thou a blessing of thy servant now." 

" As He, 'fore whom I stand, is living, still 
I wiU take none." 

The cure was Qod's alone, 
Which money could not buy ; and though the Seer was 

poor 
He scomed the thought of taking from HÍB praise. 
His Lord's great name was dearer far to him 
Than silver or than gold ; and that which cost 
Him nought to grant, wae but a robbery 
To profit by. 



What means the shout 
Which from Damascus' streets at twilight hour 



'^ 
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O'ercomes tbe city*8 din ? What's come to pass 
That troops and citizens in one dense throng 
Are hastening to Íhe gates ? Benhadad, too, 
And all the choicest flowers which in his court 
Are flourishing. 

The leper has retumed 
From traversing the south ; no leper now, 
But freed from noisome scurf and shining scales 
Which made him but a pest. Few now compare 
With him for sjnnmetry ; a grace unknown 
Sits in his martial air, as on his steed 
He bares his brow to the refreshing wind 
Which blows from Lebanon. 



The dreary tower 
Where late the chieftain dwelt is gay with life ; 
The master has come home, and those whom love 
Prompted to hope for cure have met within 
To bid him joy. Yes, 'tis the very room 
Where we beheld him sit, and moum, and weep 
Over his leprous state : how changed the scene ; 
How from the depths of night to clearest dawn 
Of day-light has it passed. 

First he recites 
How he obtained his cure ; how was deceived 
When from Jehoram's throne Benhadad's scroU 
Was quickly hurled ; how he would fain return, 
Thus leaving Jericho ; how to the shore 
Of Israel's sacred tide at last he came, 
And how at last he left — as beggars leave 
A wom-out sorry robe — his leprosy 
Beneath the Jordan's flood. 

Praises ascend 
Joyful from every lip, and louder far 
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Than the ricli music's swell goes up the voice 
Of Israers captive maid ; she felt that sweet 
Was slavery and chains, if in that life 
She glorifíed her God. She now could see 
Why from her sunny home the Syrian guards 
Permission had to snatch Samaría's child ; 
She longed still for the south, but blessed her God 
For her short sojoum in Assyria. 



Reader ! thou art a Naaman ; for sin, 
Fouler than leprous state, cleaves to thy soul ; 
No washing of thy robes will aught avail, 
Or golden talents paid purchase thy cure. 
Thou must go dip in Jordan — not the stream 
Leaping through Palestine, but that which flows 
From Calvary's sacred hill ; — that fountain ope'd 
Has never yet once failed, 'tis firee to all, 
And, howsoever guilty, if thoult wash 
Thou shalt rise *' clean,** 
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"HOPE TO THE END." 



1 Pbteb I. 13. 



Come now, my weary troubled brotber, 
With drops from Siloam let me smotber 
Your every fear, till not anotber 

Your peace sball rend, 
Let tbis sbort trutb to joy 'come mother — 

" Hope to tbe end." 

Wby seem ye tbus to joy a stranger ? 

Wby daily pine a desert ranger ? 

Wby dread eacb foe, and fear eacb danger ? 

Your footsteps bend 
And leam tbese words at Betblebem's manger — 

" Hope to tbe end." 

Wby cares and sorrows are you beaping, 

Wben tbrougb tbe cloud tbe sun-gleam's peeping ? 

Remember, tbougb tbe sower weeping 

His way may wend, 
Tbe same in Summer sball come reaping— 

" Hope to tbe end." 

I 
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Why for the morrow take you trouble, 
And load your anxious mind with double 
Thought and 'bodings ? This life's a bubble, 

'Twill not extend 
Beyond the grave ; burn care as stubble — 

Hope to the end." 
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You're down time's current quickly sailing, 
Your past regrets are unavailing 
Except to quicken ; cease bewailing, 

Dark clouds portend 
A coming deluge ; without failing — 

" Hope to the end." 

The present is the future height'ning 
With contrast great the morrow bright'ning, 
And daily some fresh truth's enlight'ning ; 

I'll counsel lend, 
Let not strange fears your soul be frightening— 

" Hope to the end." 

Dread not the dart from out death's quiver, 
Nor meditating stand and shiver 
Fearing to tread the Jordan's riyer, 

On Qod depend ; 
And since He's able to deliver — 

" Hope to the end." 

For look where Zion's gates are beaming, 
Her jasper walls with simshine gleaming ; 
See how her banner's proudly streaming, 

Its furls descend, 
And we can trace in letters seeming— 

" Hope to the end." 
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And Salem's gloríous choir is singing, 

And Heaven's high vault with praise is ringing, 

From golden harps soft tones are springing 

Which loud ascend ; 
And hark ! these words to us come ringing — 

" Hope to the end. 
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Oh ! see you not the golden paving ? 
And hear the laurel branches waving ? 
And rípples from the stream are laving 

The shores ; attend ! 
And treasure up this truth so saving — 

" Hope to the end." 

The Judgment comes ; the battle's gory, 
The rích, the poor, the young, the hoary, 
All stand arraigned, and some whose story 

Christ will defend, 
These tell us, as they pass to glory — 

" Hope to the end." 

Ye, too, would pass from night to moming, 
And wake up in th' celestial dawning 
Clothed in the robe of Chríst's adoming, 

Then hark ! my friend, 
And let me kindly press this waming — 

" Hope to the end." 
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